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SHE GAVE:HIM A PRETTY BUTTONHOLE, AND PINNED IT INTO HIS COAT HERSELF, 


LOVE’S DEVOTION. 


[A NOVELETTE,) 
OHAPTER L 


Doctor Josaru Srayyer had jast returned 
trom « visit of a fortmight’s length to London, 


Opposite the doctor sat his sister, Marian, 
llstening wi interest to his account of his 
different in town, and near her hfs 


whose ears she ge every now and then un- 
mercifully, jast for the pleasure of hearing the 
wretched Iivale object sq zeal, 

Now the squalls and growls of the unfortunate 
little quadraped anuoyed him, and he said, rather 


a ee Cripple alone, and stop teasing 
her, or I shall tell mmons to take her down- 


This threat had the desired effect, and the dog 
was le} slink under the table {n peace, whilst Dr. 
ay xa ee eS , 

es, Calltern hava very + gl 

A fashionable ons?” taxed arian, i 

"No, that, Hammersmith {fs not a 
fashfonable su exveily. Of course, he has a 


few swall patients at South Kenel , bat most 
of those he attends are pure m' claw folk 
atid well-to-do trad xf 
‘*I wonder, with cleverness and address, 
that ho did not settle in a better —_—" 
a 











locality 
Aud physic the sand dachesses about 
Backingham Palaces” pht-in Agate. 


“ Yes, I wonder that he didn’t; but still the 
old house he has, with ftw charming shady garden 
could not possibly be gob nearer town ; and then 
he {s close to the river, and his hobby {s rowing ; 
so altogether, I takelt, his house and {ts situation 
euits him.” 

© Yas, jash av well av this salts you.’ 

Qalpe so,” agreed Joe Stayuer, throwlng a 
loving look at the quaint old garden that sur- 
rounded his dwelling. ‘'I woulda’ give my 
garden up for any consideration. I prizs ft Im- 
mensely, because ft is chieily the work of my dear 
father’s hands,” 

“Ib would be much batter if ib were altered 
and modernised,” ssid Aggle,castlag a disparagtug 
look at the trimiy-clipped hedges, the straight 
paths ranning in stiff parallel lioes,and the general 
old-world look of the place. 

*T don’t think so,” returned the doctor, 
— warmly, “I think {¢ could not be im- 


“ Because you think so, Joe, {t is no reason why 
{t coulda’t,” returned his thoughtless young rela- 
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tive, “Ib looks as thoug! 
in 
it 


the.year one by Adam and Eve, 

* And it will continue to look s0,’’ he answered, 
sternly. ‘‘I should be 4 i 
world to alter anything my father planned. 

** What a conservative you are,” she laughed 
ewelessly, “Now I like to have things the 
moment they come ont, to be first in the field, 
and flaunt my latest novelty-in the faces of less 
fortunate folk.” 

* Qalte trae, Aggle, you are fond of flaunting,” 
be retorted, a trifle bitterly, “ Show and display, 
that fs your style—empty grandeur, and no com- 
fort. However, if you want to flaunt, and have 
new-fangled rubbish and finery, you'd better have 
it in a home of your own, for you won’t in my 

se ” 


** Anything is better than being an old fogey, 
and rusting in your scabbard,” she muttered, 
mutinously, 

‘* Aggie, dear,” sald Marian, hurriedly, seeing 
a storm pending, “ will you go and see if aunb- 
wants anything more ?: I sent her & very smal! 
plecs of chicken, and if ehe doesn's will you atay 
and read to her until I come?” 

With some show of reluctance she acquiesced 
and left the room, and as the door closed after 
her, Dr. Stayner eafd,—- 

a6 grows worse and worse, Marian, .I>am 


e~ 


80, 

“TI am sure of it, You are too lenient, too 
partial, Iam very sorry thab I did not insist on 
eending her away to a boarding-school, It is too 
late now, but it would have been much better for 
her, She fs too much inclined to be obstlaate and 
self-willed to please me,” 

“She will tone down in a year or two, and be 
quiet eacugh.” 

“IT doubt it, I think she is too welfish ever to 


be anything save disagreeable to those with whont’ ° 


she lives, and whom she happens to honour with, 
her dialike, as she does me.” : 


“ You are rather hard on her, Joe, I find her |: 


malleable enough.” 

'* Becauseyou let her do juct as she likes,” 

“Not quite, dear. Only there is this differ. 
ence: I really love the child fondly, having 
broughd her wpfromt \a little baby, while you can 
never | that she is the daughter of the man 
who'trested our darling mother badly, and broke 
her heart,” © 

“Trae, I am never likely to forget that,” 
moodily, ; ) 

* You must remember that she is ou? mother’s 
culld alao,”’ ' is 

"¥ do remember {tgs Haven't I given heme 
home and everything she wants, as far as my 
income permite, ever sinee she’s lived here?” 

“Yes, Joe, you Aave done all in that way 
nobly for her, bab you’ve never really loved 
her.” 

** Well, perhaps I haven't, Marien. Perhaps,” 
with a emile that lit ap his face pleasantly, “I 
have given It all to you, and have none left to 
bestow on another,” 

** You've always been a dear, good fellow to 
me,” she said, earnestly, rising and laying her 
band on his shoulder, but I do wish you would 
share your affection, and. give her ao little, It 
wonld make her a better woman in the fature. 
Try to, Joe, for our dead mother’s sake," 

*'T will, dearle,’’ he auswered, much by 
her appeal, ashe kissed her, '' for 
yours.” 

* Avd ‘now,’ she weab. on brightly, “ tell me 
ths resb of your. adventares and «experience while 
in town!” 

“IT thick I've told yon nearly all. Ob, no, 
though.. By the way, Mariav, I met an old 
college chum in Piccadilly, and I've asked him to 
come and stay down here for a while. He very 
seedy, poor fellow.. I hope you don’t mind that; 
fb won't inconvenience you 1” 

"No abt all, dear. You know bow glad I 
shall be to see any fclend oi yours, Who is ib?” 

 Arthar Clitheroe,” 

“Oh, yes; I have often heard yon speak of 
him, That is his photogrsph in the silver frame 
in your bedroom, isn’t {0 1" 

“Yes, He went Into the 200th Ghoorkas, 
and in the sortie from Candahar got a nasty 


sake apd, 


wound inthe ¢heat, so they've gent him home 
for a year’s sick leave,” 

“I see’” © ; 

"He has very few relatives—the only son of 
an only son, you know.” 

‘t Are both father and mother dead |” 

Yes; and only one or two distant cousins up 
fo the north left, .He has been in London some 
Motle time -by bimeelf, and looked thoroughly 
miserable and lonely, so I took pity on him and 
asked him to come down here on a long visit 
He didn’t want much persuading. Town haen’t 
done him much good ; and, of course, he can’t go 
upto bis cousine fu Scotland, it would be too 
cold for him there,” 

“ Of course.” 

" Now, this climate will salt him admirably ; 
at least, it would under ordinary circumstances,” 
added the doctor, with a glance at the snow- 
covered landscape, ‘‘only this is a particularly 
severe winter, However, what he chicfly wants 
is pure alr, cheerful society, and plenty of cream 
and new-laid egge.’” 

him all those things, can’s 


sadly when I saw him. 
“ Yes ; and the garden 
to lounge in when it Ia i” 
‘Famous! Just what he wants. We can 


Him up, and send him for half an hour's 
srliae ptime.”’ 
‘(Of course ; and Dwhall see that Susan makes 


plenty of jellies and broths for him.” 

"Do, Between vs we'll send bim back to 
India a different fellow from what. he is now.” 
“YT hope so, When dces he come?” 

On Monday.” 

" Christmas Eve ?” 6 

"Yee, You don’t mind, Poor fellow, he 
seemed go lonely, I thovght it'would be much 
better for him to speudCorlstioad wich as,” 

“Naturally, I cam easily have everything 
ready by then.” 

“That fs all rightp and, Marfan, you needn’b 
alter things much. _Usless he has altered very 
much, hela ex pasily pleased and simple 
In his tastes,” a 


“T am of that. Some mili 
sido “eee bi 


Way 
3 if I shouldn't 
him here. He {s just one of the nicest, most 
— most gentlemanly fellows I ever met 
1°? 13 

“I shall be glad to ktiow him,”’ esid Miss 
Staynerseimply, and then she went away to give 
some ofders to the servants anent the expected 
guestpfor that was Saturday, and he was ex- 
pected on the following Monday, while Joe 
ene ned ab the window, gazing at his beloved 
garden. 

This garden was beautifaliy kept, Joe's 
grandfather had been the first of the Stayner 
family to occupy the Red House, and flowers were 
his hobby, to the cage se of which he on 
every spare moment, were not many, for 
he was the favourite doctor in Middleditch, and 
had a large practice, 

His son took this on his deatb, and was equally 

Medico by his neighbours. He 
» one of two sisters, a 


and to his two children 
Mrs. Raymond about a y 
Bs A. daughter, little 
youngest a 
droop and pine, and died 
years old, owing, her son 
in she 








and when he openly appeared Im the atréets cf 
Middleditch In broad daylight, arm-in-arm with 
a tawdry creature, whose painted face, 

and towzled dyed hafr proclaimed ; 

the fallen angels cf earth, tt broke the poor 
wite’s heart, and she jast succambed to_her an. 
happiness, 

For rather more than # year Joe endured his 
stepiather’s hated presence, then when he csme 
of age he promptly turned his d table rela- 
tive ont of doors, and made the of his 
living Iu London, and never sh: his face in 
Middledlitch, the only terms on which he won!d 
keep and provide for baby Aggle, whom he could 
never quite bring himself to regard with friend!y 
eyes, as she was this detested man’s child. 

Then, Marian being still only a child, he {x- 
duced his mother's sister, Penley, to 
come to th: Red House, and man household 
masters for him, till hie sister was enough to 


do 20, 

Then Miss: Penley gave up the ‘reins of 
——s to Marian she wae old enough 
to them, and ted herself with a 
secondary position in the house where she might 
have been firet, for gentle Marian would never 
have dreamed of displacing her aunt from the 
position of mistress as the Red House, and it wae 
only after repeated entreaties that she conesnted 
to take over the key-bsz, and the burden of 
‘ordering roast, and bolled aud baked for the in- 
mates of her brother’s home, 

Marian’s face matched her temperiment, and 
was beantifal,” Her features were straight, ber 
nore Greelan, with arching, delicate nostrils, ber 
eyes large and gozelle-like, her halr nub-brown, 
her complexion a pure, cléar pallor, without 
tinge of colour, save in the lips. It was a rare 
type of good looks, and her Was 60 
sweet, that she was like some of the saints por- 
trayed by the old masters. 

Aggie was also remarkably good-looking, bot 
in « totally different style. She was very fair, 
with blue eyes, and soft yellow hair, that lay 
in cherubic rings on her white forehead, her shin 
was like the petals cf a wild rose, jast tinged 
with pink on the cheek. She was shorter than 
Marian, and had falry-like hands and feet, so 
small, they seemed fitter for a child than a gir! 

omanhood, 


b reaching-w 
She'was hasty, impulsive, and thoughtlees, but 
not bid-hearted. She was devoted to Marian, 
who bad brought her up with Miss Penley’s help, 
and, if the truth must be known, spoiled the 
motherless girl finely. She was too candid and 
childlike to hide her dislike of people, and was 
sometimes scathing in her remarks on them and 
to them. 

Unfortunately she did not get on well with 
her half-brother, 


CHAPTER IL 
* Axp so you don’t care about this expected 
est?” 


"Not at all. I am efck of the sound of bis 
name, Joe and Marian did nothiog all Jast nigbb 
bud plan things for his benefit, and they have 
been talkicg of him all, this _ Joe ts 
golng to let him have the Victoria ‘every after- 
noon so that he may be able to drive leisurely 
while the foolish doc 


make broth and messes 
means to constitute 
interestirg invalid, and 


all day , 
“ Happy invalid!” ; 
And Jocelyn Vane rafsed his dark eye, and 
looked across the lawn to where Marian and ber 
brother and aunt were deep In some confabu- 
lation, doubtless about the expected guest. = 
“You speak as though you envy him,” said 
and she gave her compsnion a keen look, 
for it there were one man more than another cf 


'| the many who came to her brother's house thst 


she liked, and would wish to fasctaate, fb was 
seesiaiae te Young, ma yy # Jom 

to abtract a giri’s and ther 
as hos ‘the shadow of doubt shat he had 
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He was quite mnconrclous of his conquest. In 
fact, he ‘ ber as a child, though he 
= ch megen tase sats 
spoken of by her relatives ae: & t, and 


of time, and stilt brought her 
drajées and , and treated her lke a 
child. 


“$0 I do,” berebarned, promptly. "Do you. 


08 eae Bode, weet able to 
drag bimeelf along, that be looks like a corpw, 
aud will never ceally recover and be thoroughly 
strong again.” 

Sull he'll have a pleasant time of ib here 
with three such charming nurees.” 

"D> you call aunt charming!” she queried, 


‘*In one sense she fs,” he declared. "I have 
asver seen & more uneelich woman, uvless——” 
"Unless what-—whot” asked Aggie, as he 
healtated. 
* Uoless ft fs Marian,” he answered, elowly, 
* What a lot you thick of Marfan!” she re- 
marked, a trifle pettishly. 
naan tea ba het 
’ | a) ; ar 
penton on her fair face without the alightest 
warmth ; indeed, she might have been the ugliest 
woman In creation for all he cared. 
master of §t, 


; 


Tae truth was, the you 
Aubyn’s had been fo love with another as long 
as be could remember, and that other was Marian 
Gsayner, 

He bad never breathed « word of his love, for 
sarfous reasons. One was that was two 
years his senfor, and somehow or other he felt 
that that would bean obstacle in her eyes; then 
thelr futercourse had been on a brotherly and 
alsterly footing, and he feared to disturb the 
serenity of their {ntercourse by introducing 
another element {nto it, also she was devoted to 
Joe, and until he married was hardly likely to 
leave him of her own accord, unless she was 
very, very much fn love with the man who 
wooed her, : 

Now, he knew instinctively that though she 
cordially Mked bim, no thought of love in con- 
aection with bim had ever entered her head, and 
ao all these considerations kept him sflent, and 
be went on waiting and hoping that a change 
wonld come some day, somehow or other, aud 
that she might want him, and be grateful 
for the love that now might be distaste'al if 
offered, 

In the meantime, bis passion for her kept 
him straight and out of those dangerous pitfalla 
which He fn the way of rich, handsome, fashion- 
able young fellows. 

He had ‘no vices, or If thers were any he kept 
them down with an iron hand and never Jet them 
master him, 

He partly managed his estate himeclf, was 
known to all his tenants, and beloved by them, 
foterested himself fio thelr effsirs, and was 
ifberal and generous to the poor fn the village of 
6:. Aubyns, no ove ever being sect away empty- 
banded from hie honss, ry 

In the Stayner family he seemed to 
sterling metal. 

Though they welcomed him warmly on all 
occasions, there was never the slightest hint of 
courtiog him for his wealth or posftfon, and 
this he appreciated immensely, though he would 
have been if Marian showed a little of that 
tender interest fa him and hie concerns that most 
of the maidens of Middleditch displayed so 
freely, However, she never did this, at least 
not in the fashion they. 


bh te any a Mean? ns hatin acer. 
an longtoge,’ quickly, 
“Saint Marian! How curious it is that she 
exercizes such an Infiuence on all those she comes 


| in contact with, Itfs just as though she bore 


a charm and bewitched them.” 
“And so she does,” declared her would-be 


lover. 

“Do you belleve fn witchcraft ?'' asked Aggte, 
her blue eyes open to thelr widest extent. 

" Ol a certain kind I do!” 

"© What kind fs that?" 

“The witchiog charm of goodocss. Marian is 
a Sg ood ‘and unselfish woman, she for- 
gots self an own interests in her anxlety and 
oe Yee “a sib I good !” and b 

08, was 4% the blue eyes 
sa the brown appealfogly, 

“Tt iseasy enough to try. Success generally 
follows earnest endeavour, and you have an 
excellént model to copy in your sieter." 

“ Yes—only~-I am different from her.” 

" You are, very,” he agreed, with emphasis that 
was more forcible than polite; for Aggie’s harom- 
scarum ways, restlessness, desire for admiration, 
and general frivolity were not to hia liking, and 
he thought her beauty no compensation for so 
many drawbacks. 

‘And I shall never alter,”’ she said, looking at 
him defiantly. “The Ethiopian cannot change 
his skip, nor the leopard his spots {” 

" Possibly not! Still human beings can do a 
great deal towards subdaing turbulent feelings 
and dissgreeable traits in their natare.” 

“ Fancy what a life to lead,. always subdalog 
one’s inclinations |” 

** Many people lead that life,” and fastinctively 
his eyes wandered to Miss Stayner, and rested on 
her pale, fine face, 

ae Joe, “come and give us 
your nD. 

“What amI to give my oplolon about!” 
asked the young fellow approaching the group by 
the table with alacrity, glad to bave. an excuse 
of escaping from Aggie, who bored him slightly, 
and yet always managed to pounce on him and 

hiss when he came to the Red Hone. 

“About ao fellow with an ugly wound in bis 
om Pleviog tenule! Do you think he'd be keen 
on it?’ 

“No, I don’t. I think {t would be altogether 
too for an invalid,” 

There, Marian,” toroing to her triumphantly, 
I told you so.” 

“You ave talking of the present,” she 
answered, tranqulily, ‘I am thinking of the 
future. You tay if your friend fiade this place 
agree with hin and likes [t, that you will try and 
persuade him to remain here until his leave 
expires, which fs late In the autumn. I hope 
before that, with the care we shall give him, 
that ho will be so far recovered as to join as In 
playing tennl+, and therefore I do think you had 
better get a new net, aud set Simmons to roll 
and prepare the court in the epring.” 

Vane's heart sank « little at this epesch, for he 
knew he wouldn’s zee much of Marian during the 
spring and suramer months ff this interesting 
invalid from Candshar made a long stay at the 
Red House,” 

** There, you ser, I'm nob master in my own 
house," laughed Jove. 

“Yee, you are, dear,” expostulated Marian, 
“only you acked me my opislon, and I gave 
in”? 

* Qulte right, dear,” squeea'ng her hand. that 
lay on the table near hls. ‘‘Jp shall be done as 
you wieb, I’ve no doubt you're right.” 

“'She always ir,” declared Aunt Martha, 

sbontly. 

** Ol. course she f*,” egreed Vane, smal ing down 

at her as she locked up ad him, 

“There, now, Mar, why don’t you blush at 

auch praise }” cried Aggie. 

. © There's nothing to blush about,” said Miss 

Penley. '*She knows we all think she can’s do 
’ 


 ] wish you'd think the same of me,” pouted 
. “ You must ficat deserve to have such a thing 


| thought of you,” sald Jor, pointedly 





Ju there anything I cau send from Si, Aabyae 
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for your expected Invalid }” asked Vane, later on - 





fn_ the evening, as Marian strolled down with 
him through the old garden, flooded with moon- 
light, paling the stara that gleamed in the blue 
vault of hoaver, throwing dark shadows of the 
greab trees on the emooth moss, ‘‘ Flowers, 
game, cream?” 

** Thank you, very much, We have not many 
flowers,” looking around at the leafless trees 
dimly seen in the gloom of the garden. 

No, Neither have 1, except in the hot 
houses, May I eond you some from my con- 
eervatories t”’ 

“To ts very good of you,” she answered, 
gratefully, 

“Fiowars are always pleseantd In a sick 
room.” 

“Yes, Oaly Captain Clitheroe Is not fi} enongh 
to be confiaed to hie room." 

“No!” returned Vans, 

“ Joe advises bis being In the alr as much as 
possible,” 

'*T gee, Oaly fb won’t be posible for a delicate 
ee to be out much with such snow about as 
this,” 

“No,” with a little shudder, for dospite the 
fleecy shaw! in which she was wrapped she fels 
chilled, ‘‘ However, as soon aa ft fs at all mild 
he will be warmly wrapped up, and we shall take 
{t fn turns to sit out here with him and amaze 
him.” 


“Lucky fellow!” exclaimed Jocelyn, sud- 
denly, looking at his companion with a light 
in his eyes that was anything save cold, ‘‘I 
almost wish that I was the Invalid to have auch 
nurses,” 

“It ls wrong to ssy that,” she sald, gentiy. 
‘You autely would not exchange your splen- 
did health for sickness under any cirenm- 
stances }” 

*' IT might for the circumstance of being nursed 
by you,” he rejoined, pointedly, 

“You are jseting,” she remarked, just a shade 
of coldness in her tone, 

"No, Iam to earnest,” looking at her wistfully. 
** Toere are some things for which a man would 
give up bodlly ease and comfort.” 

**T don’t think it right tosay co, Health isso 
great blessing.” 

Soltis. Only mental comfort fs as great a 
one.” 

"Of courze it is, Bat you can have nothiog 
to trouble you, Jocelyn?” 

For a moment he felt inclined to take her 
hand in hie, and tell her of hie love for her, his 
hopes and fears, and beg her to be kiad to him, 
and try to love him as he wished her to, but aa 
he hesttated she held out her hand, and said,~— 

**Good-night, We shall see you again e200. 
Ib is cold here,” 

** Yea, I shall come ff you promiss you will 
have time to say a few words to mie, and not les 
the favalid exgrors al! your attention. ’ 

**Of course,” she sald, cheerfally. ‘Do you 
think a new friend would make me forges an old 
one t’”’ 

“T hope not,” taking her hand and prezeing 
his lip to it reverentiy. Good-bye,” and then 
he tarned sway, and went slowly down the moon- 
ts road, hia tall figure costing a gread black 
shedow behind, 

The next day Osptain Olitherce arrived af the 
Red House, Joe started on his rounds very 
early, and managed to get his work done by the 
afternoon, so he wae sable to go to the station and 
érive him to his house fo the victoria, It- was 
between four and five, and the ladies of the 
faraily were assembled in the drawing-room, 
waiting to discuss their afternoon tea till the 
vi-itora arrived, 

“Perhaps he doesn't take tes," av 
Aggle, aa the victorla came spinniug along, and 
stopped abruptly before the door, “and im that 
case we have wafted for nothing.” 

‘SMoat men take {t now,” sald her sister, 
“and fo any case, it is In better taste to walt.” 

“Of course ft 1s,” sgreed Miss - Penley. 
Anji—”’ 

Bab her observation was cut short, for the 
door opened, and Joe came in, followed by his 
friend, 

* Ciltheroe, let me introdace you collectively 
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stranger, 
Nor can I look upon you in the light of 


to my family. My sant, Mise Penley, my ak ter, 
Marian (there was a proud, fender intonation In 
his volce here), and my half-sister, Miss Ray- 
mele d ing th ni 
am very pleased at having the opportunity 
of making your acquaintance,’ sald the captaln, 
shaking hands firet with Marfan, and then with 
the others, ‘‘I have heard so often of you from 
your brother, that I don’t feel at all lke a 


one,” emiled Miles Stayner, her slogularly sweet, 
clear tones falling pleasantly on his ear, “ for 
Jos frequently speaks of you, and the old college 


‘I am glad of that. I feel less like an in- 
truder come to break the harmony of your 
family party.” 

“ You will not do that We are very glad to 
have you here,” she sald, frankly. 

‘* Thanks,” 

“ And we mean to make you quite well and 
strorg before we let you go,” announced Aunt 
Marthe. 

“Tt Is really most good of you,” he declared, 
looking from one delighted face to the other. 
" Moet people would think s semil-invalid an fn- 
tolerable nuleance and bore.” 

*' Well we don’t,” laughed Joe; ‘so alb down 
and make yourself at home, You ought to rest 
as much as you can, as I've told you more than 
once ; but I firmly belleve you’re going to turn 
out a regular bad patient,” 

**No, I’m not,” 

‘Wil you ald here, Oaptain C.itheroe ?’’ asked 
= Indicating an {nviting-looking arm- 
c . 

"Thank you, thia fs comfortable,” as he sank 
into ita trifle wearily. 

* May I give you some tes, or do you prefer 
wine, or anything elee 1” 

‘* Thanks, I will take tea. I never go without 
my five o'clock cup.’’ 

“ That is how you've managed to keep your 
thatch thick,” remarked Joe, glancing at the 
waving yellow hair, that lay above his broad 
white brow, the only part of his face which 
was white, for the rest, from just above the 
eyebrows where the forage cap came, was ‘' deep 
bronzed by kiss of eastern suns,” and looked 
curfous in contrast with bis fair moustache and 
blae eyes, “ letting the brandy alone,” 

“Yer. isuppose that’s it; most of onrs in- 
dalge pretty freely in brandy pawnee,” 

‘Fools for thelr pains! Beer would be 
better.”’ © 

* Possibly ; but it’s two rupees a bottle ont 
there,” nodding towards the east, 

“Better pay that than get bald, and lay up 
liver troubles for old age.” 

" Tt lon’t every fellow can afford It,” 

“Then let him fodalge in Bohea. That’s the 
thing for you, my boy,” as Marian handed him a 
cup liberally creamed and sugared. 

“Thank you. Iam afraid I give you a great 
deal of tronble,” as, after giving him the cup she 
brought a soft silk pillow, and settled it com- 
fortecly for his shoulders, 

“No; but invalids should be made comfort- 
able, I daresay you are fatigued after your 
journey ¢” 

“A little,” he acknowledged. ‘Since I got 
that prod here,” laying his hand on his breast, 
"I get easily knocked over and fatigued, D. 
you know, Stayner,” turning to Joe, ‘I believe 
the dagger that infilcted the wound was 
pofeoned.” 

i Why } ” 

“The vatives very often do polson thelr 
weapons; and I don’t seem to pull round asI 
should afier iv.” 

“You mustn't’ get fancles into your head,” 
sald the doctor, assuming a professional air ; 
“ worst thing in the world,” . 

“To is not a fancy, There seems to be some- 
thing fo my veins that asp: my strength,” 

"You want perfect reat and quiet, and plenty 
of nourlehment. You'll be all right {n time,” 
retorned Joe, cheerlly ; bat he knew if his friend 
were right that there was nob mach hope of hie 
ever getting quite strong again, or belvg able to 





for the Indians know how to poison their weapons 
so that 8 wound from one of them leaves deadly 
effects in the victim’s system, if it does not kill 
him outright. 

“Tehail have rest and quiet now. It Is de- 
lghtfal here!” eald Clitheroe, glancing round 
the cosy room. 

“You seem to have a large garden, too,” he 
went on, glancing through the unshuttered 
wiodow at the lawn spread with {te soft, colour- 
less carpet, and the leafless trees, looking like 
great sheeted sentinels. 

Mgive isn’t vay aud it will be your a re 
of resort w weather permite, my boy,’ de- 
clared the doctor, 

“ And a very charming place, too!” returned 
the patient, ‘I shall spend many pleasant hours 
there, I know.” 

“TI hope you will,” said Marian, gently, for 
there was an indescribable alr of weariness about 
the « flicer that awakened pity fn her heart; and, 
though he struggled bravely to suppress avy 
sign of pain, she saw he suffered now and then 
acutely, 

“We are all golng to attend on you, and 
coddle you up,” announced Aggie, who had not 
yetespoken. ‘* Aunt ls making gallons of beef- 
tea, and Marian means to make you drink as 
much milk as she can; and Mr, Vane sent down 
a lot of cream on purpose for you, and those hot- 
house flowers.” 

" Mc, Vane fs extremely kind,” replied Arthur 
Citheroe, smiling at the beautifal young girl 
who mesrt to hate him and look on him asa 
bore, but who was quite fascinated by this Indian 
hero’s handsome face and winning manners. 
" Who ts he?” 

‘‘An old friend and nelghbour,” said Joe, 
hastening to answer lest the enjant terrible of 
the family should say something awkward and 
unconventional. ‘‘ His place, St. Aubyns, fs 
three miles south of the town. He often drives 
or rides over to see us. Very rich, you know, 
and liberal. A nice y fellow altogether,” 

‘* He Is, indeed,” cael had, warmly. “ The 
nicest man in the county | ” 

“T shall hope to his acquaintance, and 

thank him personally for his kindness,” 
“You'll soon have an opportunity,” went on 
Mias Raymond. ‘“‘ Hespends a large slice of his 
time here, I’m glad to say, and Is blind and deaf 
to the entreaties and anglings of the Middleditch 
matrons, who would to secure this ‘dear 
boy ’ for one of thelr daughters,” 

“* Aggie, you leb your tongue run away with 
you, and talk nonsense,” said Joe, severely, while 
Miss Penley looked shocked, and Marian regarded 
her young sister closely, and came to the con- 
clasion that she was fast leaving childhood 


behind, and also that she was partial to 
Jocelyn Vane, s conclusion that gave a lotle 
shock, and she hurried her off, saying dinner 
would be ready soon. 


—_——- 


’ CHAPTER IIL 


Tue Invalid was up betimes the next morning 
— Caristmas morning—and was one of the first to 
appear in the breakfast-room, somewhat to Joe's 
surprise, who bad intended that he should remain 
in his room until mid-day, and who Immediately 
began to rally him. 

‘* So you’re up and down, are you /” 

" Yes, Joe.” ; 

* T suppose, then, you mean to go to church, and 
hear the Vicar preach abcut the wise men of the 
East.” 

“Not exactly. It does notlook very inviting,” 
glancing out at the snow that was falling silently 
in tiny flaker, “for me. Butdon't let me keep 
you away, or anyone else. Ican amuse myself 
with a book.” » 

‘* Anda big cigar, of course?’ sarcastically. 
‘Well, I must go, as I don’t often put In an 
appearance, Bat eome one will stay with 

ou,” 
, So after a time he found bimeelf slone with 
Marian, who was aceiduons in her endeavours 
to'cheer him. In the full glare of daylight he 
looked blanched and deathly, and fatigned by the 





battle against a fever or any illness he might get, 





energy enough to move, bat lay languid! 
roy . his head ; 


roche couch before the fire, supported 
‘*You are ; much fatigued after your 
of :” she eald, softly, at 


Yor,” he acknowledged, with an answeriog 
amile, “‘ I am fatigued ; it dosen’t take much to 
do that now, and somehow or other, Miss Stayner, 
do you know, I don’t think It will ever be other. 
wise with me.” . 

“You mustn’t think that," she answered, cheer- 
‘* Joe would be very angry if he thought 
you had morbid fancies.” : 

“ And Joe must not be angered 1” 

“No; certainly hot.” 

" You eee he won't know anything about them 
if I don’t tell him of them.” 

“ He will if you talk to me.” , 
Bangg Lyd so cruel as to betray me!” 


soon jest) you ont of 
unhealthy fancies of that kind.” 
“'T think he might, therefore I shall forgive 
you if you do tell of me aud my disobedience to 


“Thank you. You know, Captain Clitheroe,” 
she went on more seriously, w he thought 
very charming, ‘‘ the mind a great effect over 
the body.” 
"Yes, I have heard so,” 
“Therefore you must cultivate cheerful: 
ness.” 
“T will do my beat to try, ff you will show me 
how to cultivate {t,” with a faint smile, that only 
rested on his ips for a moment, and then 
was cut short by aspasm of pain. 
‘© You must look always at the bright side of 
to begin with.” 
i aide to look 


young—— 
“I was thirty-four last birthday,” he in- 
pega iy to a tone that seemed to imply he 
thought & great age. 
* Just in your prime,” she sald, promptly. 
“*T must really beg to differ with you there,’ 


he objected, ‘‘ I} is well known that once & man 
turns thirty he cay’t stand nearlyas much as he 
did before. Why, all athletes crack up after that 


age, and retire Into obscurity. xers can’t 
punish their adversaries so terribly, rowers don’t 
row so fas}, nor runners keep up the , while 
as for vaulting or leaping a man finds he is not 0 
agile or light once he gete out of the twenties.” 

** Well, granting that you sre nob fn your 
prime,” she continued, tranguilly, knowing from 
much experience the uselessness of arguing with 
an lovalid, “that you are jast past it, still you 
can't make yourself outanold man, though you 
seem dreadfully anxious to do so.” 

“No; I can’t,” be agreed, half-annoyed, half- 
aver well, then. I tlcate that 

‘Very . prognos you 
will —— and atronger long before you think 
you will.” 

**T hope so,” dabiously, 

‘‘Tshould have thought you wished to figure 
as an invalid 1” 

“ Why ” 

The blae eyes were raised inquiringly to the 
brown. 


Because you so persistently refuse to see 
that you have great advantages oa your elde.” 
‘These advantages have not helped me much 
up to the present,” he objected, playiog with a 
great spray of holly Aggie had plucked for him. 
‘That fe because they have not had the neces- 
ts.”” 


sary accom 

“You 20?" looking at her again 
y: 
“eT am sure of it,” she answered brightly. 


1 
“You want perfect rest. Your strengthening 
medicine regularly, your soups and broths three 





journey of the day before; he seemed to have 


or four times a day, besides plenty of milk and 
cream and anything elee in a nomrishing way 
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that you can take, cheerful society and plenty 


alr, 
the two latter things J am quite ready for,” 
he declared, langhings © but 1 am not very keen 
on the soups and broths, You see I have so 
little appetite,” apologetically. 

I> will improve down here, The alr is to- 


vigorating yet softand balmy as a rule, and after 
while, when you have taken these things and 


foal stronger, you will need them more, And 
now lam to get you some beef tea,” and 
before he expostulate or objectshe was 


half way across the room to the door, 

“What do you think of my slster!” asked 
Aggie, who up to his couch a few minutes 
after returning from charch, and put the questio 
in her usual conventional manner. * 

“TI think she fs very beautiful,” returned 


Clitheroe, warmly. 

“Ab, I'm glad you do. We think her perfect, 
of course.” 

“Ot course,” he assented. 

“ And she’s awfully good too.” 

She looks it.” 

“You don’t know her. When you do, you’il 
anderetand what I mean.” 

“TI hope to improve my knowledge of your 
alster’s character as the days go by.” 

re hope you will, There’sno one like her, I 
think.” 

'* Joe Is an awfully good fellow, too, isn’t he?” 
giving his girlish companion » whimsical look. 

“ I suppose he Is,’ dublously ; “ bat, you see,” 
with a bared of frankness, ‘' he doesn’t like me, 
and ao I'm nota good judge of his qualitles,” 

* Oh, surely you mistake,” began Clitheroe. 

‘No, I ¢on’s,”’ she eald, her blae eyes spark- 
log, ® pluk flush on her cheeks, ‘I know he 
only tolerates me In his house for his mother’s 
eake and Marian's. She loves me,” with energy. 

" Naturally she would.” 

“Why!” demanded Aggle, almost fiercely. 

“Ob, because you are pretty,” replied the 
Captain, soothingly, “ and——” 

“Do you really think I am pretty?’’ she 


broke In again, holding her golden head up in a. 


comically conceited way. 

‘Yea, I think you are,” he answered, slowly, 
wondering it he were wrong to say anything 
that would add fresh fael to the ever-barning 
fire of her vanity. “ Don’c you know s pretty 
girl wants several other things to make her 
charming and fascinating }” 

‘Oh, does she?” a little disappointedly, 

“Yer. She should be good, and true, and 
honourable, and unselfieh, without conceit, pride, 
or ” 


vanity. 

“That's like Marian,” she sald, quickly. 
“She's not a bit veic, though she fs so bean- 
tifal, and she Is good, everyone says eo, and un- 
selfish, Why, she'll always do what another 
person wishes rather than please herself | ” 

“ Miss Stayner’s must be fine character.” 

‘Joe nays 


ine’ ” thoaght Cetharen . Sane he 
Ught, girlish figure as {t sped = gs 





But his musings were soon interrupied by ] her needlework, and sat beside him, beguiling 


Marion, who appeared followed by a servant» 


bearing a tray with a soup basin on it. 
**1 don’t want it,” he began. - 
"You must take ft!” insieted Marian, im- 
peratively for her, 


the tedfam of the hours by her clever and sensible 


| conversation, 


They were both with him one bright morning, 
Miss Stayner as usual occupied in come neeful 


‘You know Joe left me in | work for her poor folk, and Aggie teasing Oripple, 


&s nurse, and I ehail get ecolded if one | when the gate opened and Vane sppeared, 


charge ; 
item of the régime he has laia down for you is 
omitted or forgotten.” 

"In that case I must submit,” and, taking | 
the basin, he drank the beef-tea, and, replacing | 
ft on the tray, the maid went away with It, } 

“Io was very uice ; and {t's very kind of you | 
to take so much trouble about me,” he eafd, | 
gratefully, looking op at ber, and Marian’s lids | 
drooped, and a biush rose to her cheek as she 
encountered his eyes, for there was something 
in them she had never seen in any other man’, 
or, more truthfully speaking, perhaps, had never | 
noticed fn another's eyer. 

" @hb, no,” in some confusion she managed to | 
say. “We all mean to try our best to make you | 
etrong and well sgain.” | 

“Ta that the Mr. Vane who kindly send the | 
flowers!” be inquired, i low tones, for Aggie | 
and a chevalier were approaching them, 

ee.” 

“T must thank him for his kindness,” 

“ How do you do, Miss Ssayner #” commenced 
Vane, in his usual biight way. ‘‘ Let me wish | 
you the compliments of the season and a very | 


| 


merry Christmas !’’ * 
“Thanke. I wish you the same,” she replied. | 
“This is Joe's friend, Mr, Vane, Captain | 


Clitheroe,” and the two men shook hands, and 
muttered some pollte and unintelligible nothings, | 
while the younger man scanned the elder | 
cogerly, and heaved s sigh of relief after his | 
inepect! 


on. 

He had feared a poesible rival fn the colder, | 
but he told himeelf he need have no fear of this | 
deathly-looking, inert creature,for whom a woman 
could only fee) pity. | 

He forgot that “ pity is akin to love.” } 

And so the afternoon passed pleasantly enough | 
antil the dinner hour arrived. 

After dinner they went back to the cosy 
drawing-room, and, eltting round the blazing log- 
fire, told stories, some of the doctor’s being part!- 
cularly eerle, and Clitheroe’s tales of the Sepoys 
bloodcardiiog, to Aggle’s delight; and they 
wound up the pleasant evening by a bow! of 

» brewed to i good old-fashioned style 

Joe, which kept guests from feeling cold 

as they wended their way through the crisp, 
frosty air to their respective dwellings. 

The next day Ciitheroe was considerably worse, 
aud Joe insisted on his remaining In bis room, 
at be showed symptoms of cold, and much 
against his will the gallant son of Mars had to 
remain fn one temperature for a week, and did 
not descend until New Year’s Day, when he once 
more appeared In the drawing-room, and wit- 
nessed Aggle’s Gistribution of warm comforters, 
cuffe, socks, shawls, &c,, toa small regiment of 
gaffere and gammas from Vane’s estate and other 


However, he was sent off early to bed by his 
relentieas doctor, and allowed very little of the 
rich fare. 

Indeed, Joe knew he wanted the utmost care, 
and he kept hima great deal in his own room 
untll the froste broke ap, and the tender budlets, 
peeping forth, told spring was at band. 

Ciltherce was very giad when he was able to 
get abont freely, and be out In the garden a good 
deal 


He bad been accustomed all bis life to plenty 
of alr, and It chafed him sorely to be shat ap 
in a room ab a temperature of seventy-five 
degrees; yet he knew Joe was right when he 
warned him to beware of cold and subsequent 
consumption. 

Still, he rejoiced exceedingly when April arrived, 
and he could lounge fo an easy. chair in the sweet, 
quaint garden. \ 

His companion was Aggie, who' had 
plenty of leleure time on her bande, and dis- 
coursed freely to him on all local matters, which 
were beginning to have an Interest for him, since 
Marian was connected with Middieditch and rhany 








of its charities, Sometimes the letver brought 


He sauntered up to the group on the lawn, 
and efter the usual greetings aod Inquirles after 
Olitherce’s health, he began,— 

“Mies Stayner, 1 want your essistarce In an 
enterprise in which I sm interested.” 

Indeed, what fs it!” 

‘*The restoration of ths old church at St 
Aubyns,” : of 
és Ob, yes, I have heard you speak of restoring 
t J 

" Restoring, bab not epolliog {t, aa is gonerally 
done.” 

* You are rightin that, How can I help yon} ” 
looking at him with serene brown eyes, that never 
wavered or fell neath the glance of bis, 

'* My tenants are bent on having a bizaar to 
aid the fand, though I have told them I am quite 
willing to bear all the expense,” 

''Toey are quite tight. It would ba too 
heavy a matter to rest entirely on your 
shoulders,” 

‘*They are broad enough to bear ft,” he 
laughed, ‘‘ What I want to know {r, if you and 
Mise Aggle will hold a etalit’ 

**T wil’, with pleasure,” responded Marian. 

“* How delightfa!,’ cried Aggie, clapping her 
hands. “All the stallholders ought to wear 
fancy dresses.” 

‘* That Is a detail you can arrange as you like,” 
sald Van? cegarding the young girl with friendly 
warmth, because he foresaw she would be a 
powerfaol ally in the bszaar affair, ‘“f want 
you,” turning to Marlar, ‘‘to organise and 
arrange the whole thing for me, if you will! ’ 

“Yer, if you wish ft, and there {s no one else 
you would rather have take the management of 
affairs.” 

‘* A very good plar, and I only hope Joo will 
permit me to be present asa purchaser,’ re- 
sponded the soldier, pleasantly. 

‘*T hope be wil,” sald the younger man 
hearti!r, for in common with evsry one else he 
liked Arthur extremely. 

* We must make him let you come,” declared 
Agele. fn her Hvely way. ‘‘We will bully 
him,” 

“He will lep you go, of course,” smiled 
Marian, “You will be quite well by that 
time,’ 

**I hope sc,” sighed her patient, and then Joe, 
having returned from hie morning rounds, came 
out to the garden, and they all went Into 
luncheon together, the two f:lende arm-In-arm, 
Vane strolling between Marian and Aggie, otill 
talking cf the fancy falr, which proved a good 
friend to him fo the weeks that followe’, as It 
gave him an excuse for appearing frequently ab 
Red House, and kissing the alr that lately Marian 
had kissed, and that was better than nothing, 
this modest sultor thought ! 


CHAPTER IV, 


Js that right, mon Capitaine?” 

Aggie held up a black doli with a lob of 
white muslin twisted about her, rings of gold 
cord round her ankles and arms and a tiny jewel 
fastened In each small car, before Clitheroe’s 


ey 98. 

‘+ Yes, she'll dc,” he replied, laughing. 

“ And this one?” holding up a Sepoy. 

‘* Yes, His attire is also correct,” 

* And this Singalese '” 

** Aad the Singalese also, You bave carried 
out my instructions to the letter.”’ 

‘* Very well, then. They can go with the 
rest,” and she walked gravely across the room to 
the sofa and stood the three nigger doilies up 
alongeide a row of others in every conceivable 
costume, 

A Tark with red fez and baggy trousers stood 
next a Swiss, while an: Esquimanrx, in white far 
attire, leaned against a Spanish lady in mantilla 
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and yellow satin; a Normandy pessant was 
neighbour to a German girl in skirt and 
velvet body trimmed with gold laca; while a 
fashionable Engileh damcel seemed to shrink 
away from a cowboy with big bat and bigger 
boots ; aud & Russian soldier, moffied up to the 
eyes, stared glasefly at 6 smart Austrian in nowy 
uniform, and a Scotchman leant his shoulder 
against a Beaumaris markeb-woman, whose hat 
was tied over her cap, 

“You have quite a regiment there!” sald 
Clitheroe, 

“ Yoe, aren't they beauties? All the costumes 
ate coreect. They ought to draw.” 

‘They are sure to!” 

“Now if only Marian would leh me have 
eome of her water-colour sketches I shonld be 
content. They are awfally pretty, and would 
ae! capitally.” 

“ Aad won't she?” 

"No, she says they are danbs; nob fit for 
“SS exhibition, I wish you would perauade 

er.” 

“Tt” he exclaimed, fa astonlshment, 

“Yes, She thinks more of what you say than 
of what anyone else says,” 

* More than Joe?” he queried, incredulously, 

“Yes, more than Joe, nodding her golden 
head, whely. ‘‘She thicks you're a sort of a 
K'ng Arthar and Sir Galahad rolled Into one.” 

" Aggie, you are jesting.” 

“No, Tam not,” she declared, firmly, ‘She 
thinks an awful lot of you. Jnst see if she 
doesn’t. Here she comes. Ask her about the 
sketches ;” and Aggie promptly disappeared 
through the open window, leaving the Captain 
fn a state of mind better imagined than described, 
for in the long spring days of his convalescence 
he bad grown to love his gentle nurse very dearly, 
stil without any hope of a return, 

To him che seemed different from all other 
women—beiter, purer, more noble, and then, so 
lovely. He had uever dreamt of asking her to 
Mok her glorious young loveliness with his 
shattered frame, for shattered he knew himself 
to bs though he was able now to walk abont, and 
had become much stronger and stouter, while his 
face bad lost the sickly pallor that showed 
through all the deep sunburn, 

Still the news that she thought highly of him 
unnerved and affacted him, and when she came 
in she saw something had occurred to disturb 


him. 

“What have you been doing?” she asked, 
with one of her rare smiles. 

“Watching Aggie dress dolls,” he repited, 
locking at her with a new light born of hope in 
hls blus eyes, 

i mane very exciting occupation.” 

° ” 


“ You raust take this now,” pouring ont some 
medicine and handing it to him, 

* Ts It still necessary 7” 

* Joes says so.” 

** And Joe ja paramount!” 

“Of courss, here; and to you jast pt pre- 
sent.” 

"T really don’t seem to want it now. I feel so 
much stronger and better.” 

“You muat make farther progress before Joe 
will pronounce you quite convalescent.” 

"That means thay I am to, be obedient, and 
take anything you or Aunt Martha choose to give 
mas." , , 
He had become so much one of them that he 
eplied them all by thelr Christian names—all 
except Marian ; something indefiashle prevented 
him from addressing her as anything save Miss 
Stayner. 

13 Oo! course, I must say you have been very 


eens and now I want you to be very 
00 yg 
**To what way?” 

“T want you to show me your drawings,” 

" They are really nob worth looking at,” 

“Let me judge of that,” he sald, gently ; and, 
reluctantly, she rose and left the room, return- 
ing shortly with a portfollo, which she placed 
on the table, while he, with unconcealed 
eagerness, drew near and began to scan the 
aketches. 





He was struck at once by their orlginality 
and individuality. They were crade and rough, 
"tis true, but showed undeniable talent, 

“ Why have you not shown me these before |" 

" Taey are such rubbish,” 

“'Taey are far from being rabbish. You onl 
want La setraghses ary % tent faults poln 
oat, you get on c y.” 

" Tp Is very good of you to say eo; but I think 
you are a critic,” 

i Nopatall, You only want a little instruc- 

n,’” 

* I have never had any.” 

re have worked entirely by yourself }” 

‘ es,” 

“ Then may I give you some lessons }” 

"Will you!” looking up at him with a bright, 
giad ght fa her eyer, 


"To will give me a great deal of pleasure to do. and 


so, We will begin on this,” and leaning out of 
the window he pulled a spray of beautiful white 
roses, and began to sketch ft. 

When {t was done, and a Mbttle colouring roughly 
washed in, he playfally 
laces at her throat, after asking permission, and 
then stood locking down at her. 

“TY should soon {wprove under your tuition,” 
she sald, gazing thoughtfully at his sketch. 

“T think you would, and I am only sorry we 
did not commence the lessons sooner, You know 
I oer not very much more leave }” 

0,” 

‘Was it fancy, or did her face grow paler and 
her eyes sad f 

“ Marian,” he said, leaning towards her, im- 
pelled by a sudden impulse to spsak of what was 
io his heart, “ will you miss me when I am gout ; 
will you be sorry?” 

rT shall miss you very—very much,” she 
owned, frankly, ralsiog her, beautifal eyes to his 
and dropping them at once. on meeting his ardent 

6. 


gaz 

“Then why should you remain behind!” he 
asked, emboldened by the shy drooping of her 
ids, ‘“ Why not come with me?” 

** Captain Cilbheros |” ehe murmared, in sweet 
confusion. 

"Marfan!" he whispered, his Ips close to. 
her ear, ‘could you loves me well enough to be 
my wife?” 

A fear assalled him that he had been too pre- 
anmptuoue as ebe remained silent, and he hastened 
to 


add,— 

‘' Forgive me if I have pained you, Parhaps, 
& man, backrupt io health as I am, has no 
business to ask a woman to link her Iife with 
his$” 

Oh no, nof It fs not that,” she sald, har- 
tledly, trembling from head to foot, the quick 
colour coming mpd golog in her cheeks, while her 
breset heaved her lips trembled. 

“You do no¥ like me,” he said, quietly, if 
despaiting!y, dropplag the hand he had taken 

g, 


2 

“ You are right,” she answered, looking at him 
with eyes that were mlety with tears of joy. ‘I 
dq not like you, becanse——” 

© Because what !” he queried, eagerly, 

*f Because I love you,” she murmured, in low 
tones, putting her hand back Into his. 

‘My darling!” and he caught her to his 
breast, and klesed her with a reverential tender- 
nese, as though she was some salaot as far above 
him as the stars. 

3 “ And what will Joe say?" he azked, after a 
me, 

“ Hs will consent, of course, only he. won't like 
my going out to India,” 

e meee te Taen the only t T must 
do is to leave the army, and settles down Asa 
country squire,” 

“That would be delightfal, and so good for 
your health.” 

“ Ol course I must go back to Iadia firat bafore 
{ settle here.” 

“ Why 1” with a disappointed look, 

"Because I left all my things out there, and 
bealdes, I bought some property near Calcutta, 
and must go out again to arrange about it.” 

ST nee,” : 

" Here comes Joe,” as the victorla swept In ab 
the gates. “I shall tell him now.” 





** Oh, let me go first,” pleaded Marian, blushing 


Are you ashamed to own our mutual love, 


dearest |” he jast a trifle 
“Oh, no, Captain Ciltherce,”” 
*' Call me Arthar,” he im 


1 Acthenn®. che” anaes BE, hd: Recher 


Oe ey ee 
08, vee news for 
” the soldier, as his future brother. 
-law took off his gloves and threw them into 


his bat, 

“What fs 16%” bis keen eyes taking in the 
aituation at a glance, 
' ae would you like me for a brother-in- 
aw 9 4 

“Very much, .So that fa fb, is 151” 

"Yes, that left. We only want your blessing 

sanction to.make us perfectly happy.” 
“Then you have both. Marian, my darling, 
the man you have choten Is ty SE and [ 
am sure you will be with ay 
captain, grasplag his 


** As to you, Ciltheroe, Ican only say that if 
she is as good a wife to you as she has been a 
sister to me that you are a lucky fellow.” 

“Tam surel am,” he said, looking proudly 
at hie intended wife, “There's no luckier 
fellow in the whole world,” and he kissed her, an 
example which Joe followed, and then Marian 
making her escape, the two men sat chatting 
about fature arrangements until the dinner-beil 
rang. 


pinned the spray in the | hand. 


CHAPTER Y. 


Tuk next day page drove over early to St. 
Aubyns, for [t was day of the bazaar, and 
they had to be there betimes and ged. their 
stalls In order and thelr wares set out to the 
beat advantage. 

Marlan lo: radiantly lovely, her new-found 
happluess giving a fresh beauty to her face, and 
the quaint dress of the Normandy peasant, with 
its white cap, which ahe and all the stall-holders 
wore, sulted her admirably. 

Aggie siso looked very pretty, and was fiylog 
hither and thither-between the two stalls. 

The bazaar was held in a large marquee that 
Jocelyn had had erected In the park that lay 
around hie house, and 4 _— were yen pow 
stalls bearing many gay -knacks, for 
Middleditch mammas had bogged to be allowed 
to be astall-keepers, and they formed rather s 
formidable array, 

However, everything looked very pretty, for 
Vane had given orders to his gardener to be 
liberal fo raatter of flowers, and lovely fes- 
toons and garlands decorated the tent, while 
Marfan’s stall was a biazs of beautiful colour. 

gle’s dolls showed to great advantage, and 
stared glasally ab the passers-by; who criticled 
and admired them. 


“ How much have you the au to ask for 
this thing!” asked Clitheroe, tow the after- 
noon, taking up the Ayah, for he had been pretty 
well plucked by Aggie and other venturesome 
and cool young ladies, . 

“Ten shillings.” 


" And It cost you two.” 

“I is for charity,” she replied, impertarb- 
ably, 

Tit. dear for me,” 

" Well, I'll let you have the Sapoy In as well 


for fifteen 
me That’s such a tempting offer, I can’t refase 
it,” and he paid the money and tock the dolls, 
Intending to present them to the first Ubtle girl 
he came across. 
As be turned away Marian beckoned him from 
et Tou be + bought carting from me to 
‘ou haven’ me to- 
pata Fh: she ik sophie. 0 
a fa mee hase sore erin, We 
ate near, an engagemen 
yet . ane ‘known only to Jos, Arthur, and 


"* Oar I do,” he erage” promptly ; 
«J have been leaving ib till the last order that 
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I might not have to carry the Sowers about with 
me; they fade so fast.” 

«That need not have been an obstacle,” she 
sid, looking at him archly ; ‘‘ I could have kept 
them here in mose for you.” 

“Well, 16 is mob too late,” he smiled ; “ you 
still have @ goodly array of lovely blossoms, I 
mean to have thie at any price,” touching a 
beautifal bouquet of Maréshal Niel roses. 

“ That fe ten “rej she told him, assum- 


fog a business- 3 

She had jusb wold {ts fellow to an old alder- 
man for two guineas, bub she was lenlent to 
her lover, and inclined to let him off at a cheap 


ate, 
Then it Is mine,” taklog 1b up; ** and now 
{t fa yours,” handing fb to her, 

“Oh, thanks, It fs kind of you!” she ex- 
claimed, thanking him with a soft glance and 
sweet smile, , 


* And now one for Aggie.” 
“Here fa one she admired this morning,” 
holding out ® mass of Lord Regians and lilles- 


at po 
Thad do beantifally |" 
¥ Miss Raymond, allow me to present you with 
this,” g her the bouquet with elaborate 
polfteness and ceremony, “ 4 
“Thanks! It was awfally good of you!” 
and she stack ft in a vase fn a prominent place 
on the stall, and told all her feraale friends and 
acquaintances that Captain Olftheroe had given 
It to her, there’ feaking them madly jealous. 
“And now, please; let ms have some more,” 
and he gave Marian a five-pound note. 
" How mach am I to out of this!” she 


asked. 

* All,” he returned, 

"You are very liberal to the fund 1” 

“Ob, i6 fe nothing, Will you choose the 
flowers you would like to have, and get them 
sent to the Red House 3” , 

“Yes; thanks. Aod now I must make you a 
present, you have been such a good customer,” 
and she gave him a prebty bubtonhole of forget- 
me-nots and maldenhalr fern, and pinned it into 
his coat herself, blushing.a idtle the while... 

'' Mies Stayner,” safd.a voice at her elbow just 
as. she finished the o mn, ‘I claim the pri- 


vilege of recelving Legion of Honoar from 
you also,” and, she saw Vane loo at 
ber with an unfathomable expression {n his dark 


. “Will you not give mse a buttonhole, 
toc ?” he asked. ‘ 

"Of course; with pleasure,’ she answered, 
qufekly, and proceeded to decorate him with a 
tiny yellow rose, feeling a little annoyed at his 
asking for it meauwhile ; and Ciltheroe watching 
them, said to himself, — 

"I think Vane loves my darling,” adding, with 
great compassion, *' Poor fellow | I pity m I 
wonder how I should fee! {n his place?” 

F “_ you know if Joe has arrived!" asked 
oe 

"No, I have not seen him.” 

"He Is near, the entrance with Miss Penley. 
I will go and him, over, and we will all 
have tea together. Iam gure you must bedying 


Fy 
: 
4 
4 
g 
3 
| 
4 
3 


1 
Very,” agreed soldier. “They well 
Jaserve some rest and tes, and what Aggle wonid 


hy and they all eat down and en- 
Joy a merry party were, 
In afcer years some of them back with 
keen regret td that day, which was the last really 
happy one they knew. 

Tas day was'td)conciade with a dan Sb. 





i 
E 
i 
; 
f 
é 
i 


the string band from Middleditch was dispeneing 
sweet airs, 

Doctor Stayner’s sisters were soon surrounded 
by an eager crowd of admirers and claimants for 
dances ; bub while Marian was reserved, and pro- 
mised only one or two to dauce with them, Agaie 
eralled on all, and her card was eoon full. 

"You kaow I don’t dance yet,” said the Cap- 
tain to his intended, “but I hops you'll bs 
mereifal, and sli out three or four with me.” 

"You can have a¢ many os you wich,” she 
answered, suiling up at him, her beautifal eyes 
fall of warm lovelight.” 

“That’s very good of you, Marian,” he whis- 

, ' for I know you are fond of dancing, I'll 
take four, and not infileb you too heavily.” 

“How can you say sucha thing ?” she began, 
*€ You know I would far rather elt out with you 
than valee with anyoue elze, and-———” 

But.their host came up at that moment and 
she s abruptly. 

ore ge late?” he asked, "‘ or may I see 
your card }” : ; 

‘tT am not going to dance mush to-night,” she 
explained, as she gave him the nearly empiy 


gramme, 
a May I have three!” he inquired, and as she 
assented, she eaw, greatly to her surprise, that 
he took three running, and she wondered why, 
though she understood it later on, when he 
claimed her for the first, and after a few turns, 
led her to the picture gallery, which was deserted 
and unlighted, save by the moonbeams thad 
played hide and seek fn dark corners, and threw 
shadows on the polished oaken floor, 
“I hope you do nob mind coming herei” he 
began, as he led her to one of the deep window 
seats, which, Inxurlantly cushioned, made de- 
lightful lounges, “ only I have somethiog of great 
importance to myself to say to you, and I did not 
want to be Interrupted, so thought this the beat 
lace.” 


‘To say to me!” she exclaimed {x surprise, 
looking up ad him with a startled expreaisn In 
her soft brown eyes. 

“Yes, Has it never occurred t> you that I 
might have something eerlous to say to yon one 
day about a thing that lies very near my heart, 
and concerns the happiness of my whole life }” 
 @ Nos 


Marfan managed to epeak the word tolerably 
firmly, though her lips trembled, and she felt 
herself shiver from head to foot as she realised in 
one sudden flash that the man beside her loved 


| her—-she who had given her whole soul to Arthur 


Olitheroe, and had no love left for anyone else, 

“* Has it never strack you that a man could not 
be often and Jong in your society, as I have been, 
and not Me baw nnred ty a pont teem J 1” he 
went on, st’ i 

‘To has never soeaivel eae she sald slowly, 
and something in her voice mads him turn and 
look at her, 

She looked Very beautifal as she stood in a 
flood of moonlight, her-opturned face pale, her 
eyes shining yet troubled, her lips slightly apart, 
her bare white throat and arms gleaming jike 
marble, while one hand held up the soft yellow 
silk robe she had donned, and the ocher clasped 
the bouquet of Maréchal Niel roves her Intended 
had given her, 

‘You have no vanity, Marfan?” 

"No, I hope not!” she murmured brokenly, 
for her brain was-confused by this unexpected 
misforbune that had come upon her. 

Most women would have taken my frequent 
visits to the Red House aa at least a sign of 
interesd, If not something more!” 

*'T—thought,” she faltered, ‘‘ you—came—to 
ace Joe,” 

“ Well, ao I did, partly. Batchiefiy I came to 
age you,” his eyes resting fondly on the beautifal 
face that the moonbeams seemed to ethereaiize 
into Pereyy pate 

“T had no of it,” she sald, more steadily, 
raisin oe Se eyes to his, and feeling she 
mast hereelf up for this painfal conshat 
for Arthur's sake, - 


‘And I have been hoping those five years past 
that you might have noticed my love and have 


ophem. 60 sorvy, bub ih could never be |” 





“ Never be, Marian!” he echoed, surprise and 
pain in his tones. 

‘No, You see I had no {dea—tt never struck 
me you cared for me,” she went on, confusedly, 
and—and—I am—older than you!" 

That need be no obstacle, surely.” 

**It would be one to me. A—man—shonld— 
be—older than—hia wife.” 

“Taere fs euch a trifling difference bebweca 
our ages,” he urged. ‘' Ooly two years!” 

* Still fb te a difference.” 

"You would not think of i) if. son loved 
me,” 

**Bat—I—do not—love you.” 

* Marian!” 

“No, Jocelyn, tt is useless to disguise the 
fact, uppleasant though it may be, I do not love 
you. I esteem and like you; but no thought, 
no feeling of anything warmer has ever entered 
my heart for you.” 

‘*How egregiously I have decelved myvelf,” 
he sighed, bitterly. 

"Do nob blame me for that,’ she sald, gently, 
“TLalways met you as my dear brother's friend, 
frankly and freely.” 

‘True, You never actually gave me any 
grounds for supposing you cared for me, and 
yet—-and yet—you were so kind, so lntereated 
in all I. did that I fancied you murt like mea 
little.” 

* And so I do, Jocglyn. I like you very much 
bat not In the way you mean.” 

"Tn time you might,” he urged, sagerly. 

"No, never in that way,” with firm yeb gentle 
aecision. 

*' Will you try 1”’ 

uo No,” 

"Marfan, you are 
miserable young man. 

“Tam not cruel, really, I know I could never 
love you-sa a woman should love her husband ; 
then what would be the ase of buoying you up 
with false hopes only to disappolat you more 
bibterly In the end $” 

* Then you care for someone elae 1” 

For » few minutes there waz ellence, The 
moon shone brightly In the heavens, the stars 
vied with her, the sof} wind went murmuripg 
by, the roar and awell of the ocean was plainly 
heard ast washed the base of the cliffs on which 
St, Aabyns stood. ,The beauty of the night wau 
all around them, and yet one heart throbbed 
with agony, and tbe other with regret, 

“ Answer me, Marfan, You love some other 
man?” 

" Yes, J love another,” she said, ab last, and 
her volee sounded faint and faraway even to 
herself, 

“Ob, Heaven |’ he orled, and he covered his 
face with his clasped hands to shut cut the aight 
of that beavtiful face that had wrought such 
havoc In his heard and life. 

‘Jocelyn, don’s,”, she cried, with sudden 
impetuosity, “ oe pain me inezpresel bly.” 

* And what have you done to me?’ he asked 
in hie despalr, dashing down bia hands and look- 
fog ab her again. ‘Jam hopeless, Life seema 
to hold nothing for me.” 

"J never meant to do you avy wrong,” she 
said, calmly, and as he looked at her and saw 
some of the misery he felb on her face, he ¢x- 
claimed, brokenly,—- 

“Tama brute, forgive me, In my misery I 
hardly know what I cay.” 

“There is nothing to forgive,” she answered, 
simply; “but if there were I would forgive iv 

” 


crus],”. exclaimed the 


"You are en angel!” he sald, warmly, 
“ What a lucky fellow the man fs whose wife you 
will become, ThoughI envy him, yet I blezs 
aod wish him well for your sake,” 

“Thanks,” sho said, softly, a tender light 
ahiniog in her eyes ae she thought of Arthar, 
and she held out her hand to Vane, and he, 
with # longlog sigh that seemed to come from 
his very heart, stooped and kissed Ib linger- 
ingly. “In time you will forget,” she mar- 
rmoured, 

“Never!” he answered, solemnly. “ My wife 
that might have been—my dearest love for 
alwaye, whilet life lasts, I can never forget you ”; 
and he. loosed her hand, and. turned awsy, 
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staggering a little, for the blow was heavy, and 
for a time robbed him of his strength and man- 
hood, makfog him as weak as a child. 

* Good-bye!” she sald, softly. * Tell me we 
do not part in anger. Taat this wili make no 
@ifference In your fclendship to my brother and 
met” 

** No, we do not part in anger,” he answered, 
brokenly ; ‘' but—i¢ you—are—not free—I 
dare not--palter with temptailon—I must go 
away—and never see—you again,” and with a 
look of grief and despair that she never forgot 
to her dyiag day, he etrode away, and lefs her 
alone in the great dim pichure gallery, lighted 
only by the cold moonbeams, 


CHAPTER VI. 


Manian was cad and dispirited for some days 
after the dance at So. Aubyns. She could not 
forget ber would-be lover's misery, and her un- 
happiness was increased by his departare In less 
then a week for the Continent, where [t was 
understood he meant to stay for some time, 

Aggie was loud in her lamentations, and even 
went to the length of crying bitterly—a per- 
formanc3 which made Marian more wretched, for 
she began to euspect her young sister's affections 
were engaged by the man who declared himeeif 
as hopelessly in love with her. 

Astute Joe made no remark, for he pretty well 
understood the state of affairs, and only allently 
regretted that two such good men should have 
— his elster, as she was only able to make one 

appy. 

Woaatever Ciltheroe thonght, he, like Joe, was 
allent, and did his best to cheer his darling when 
he saw she was sad. 

Many pleasant days they passed together In 
the quaint, sunny garden, but she grew sadder 
as sunimer gave place to autumn, and the trees 
began to yellow, and the leaves to fall, and the 
Vi-ginian creeper that clung about the porch 
became a vivid crimson, while the China asters 
were giving place to chrysanthemums, and the 
apples lay thickly on the ground in the orchard, 
and the robia began to miske his sweet obsarva- 
tions now and again, and King Fost to pay visits 
in the mornings, and the blackberries to ripen in 
sunny places, and the mushrooms to epring up 
In the fields, and the swallows to fiy southward 
for she kuew the time of separation from ber 
lover drew nigh. 

** Do not look so sad,” he sald, as he strained 
her to his breast ; "{t will not be for long,” 

“IT cannot—bear—to—partp with you for a 
day,—and now—,’’ and she broke down and wept 
on nega oi 

“ My darling, don't give way,” stroking the 
brown head that nestled close to him gently, 
*' Taink of our meeting next year. How happy 
we shall be then,” 

"Yes, bub sad days have to pass first,” she 


‘* They will paes quickly ; we must hope,” he 
smilled, encouragingly. 

‘*And the climate, Arthar, may affect you ; 
you are not yet quite strong.” 

“But I shatl be, dearest, after the voyage ont. 
Don’t distress yourself with imaginary fears ; all 
will be well," 

“I hope so; and yet I feel eo sad at the 
thought of your going.” 

“T wish [ could cheer you up. 

"Nothing could do that while you are away. 
You will write very, very often.” 

“Yor, darling, I will avall myself of every 
opportunity.” 

* And come back the moment you have fialshed 
your business. Promise,” 

“TI promfee willingly, dear. I will not stay 
{on the East one moment longer than necessary. 

And then 

“ He bade 


And kissed a fond taowrell, ne tf for ever.” 


He had to go by way of France, having some 
business there, and his first letter came from 
there ; the next she recelved was from Brindist, 
and then Aden, 


In dae course hs reached India, and wrote her 
a cheery account of how warmly he was welcomed 
back by his brother officers, how sorry they 
were that they would lose him from the regiment, 
and thelr congratulations on the cause of his 
departure, the amusements they gob up in 
honour of his return, tiger hants, wild boar 
expeditions, and other things of the kind, that 
filled Marian with ferror for his safety, and 
made her more sad. She tried to occupy herself 
as ustal, and appear cheerful for Joe’s sake, but 
she was anxlous and uneasy, and the great event 
for her to look forward to was Indian mali day. 
ee ee ae 
over gold, read them again untill she knew 
nearl, 


7 
replies de 
This was some consolation to ber, and she grew 
a little more hopstal as winter and spring waned 
and summer was once more at band. 

It proved an exc:ptionally hot season, and she 
longed to hear that Arthur was ready toset out for 
old England, and leave the sweltering East with 
ite fever-tainted afr behind. But business of one 
kind or another delayed him, and there seemed 
no hope of his starting on his homeward voyage 
before August, 

‘How awfully hot {t ts,” yawned Aggie, one 
sultry Jaly day, as she lay on the soft turf before 
the seat on which Mies Penley and Marian sat, 
the former reading, the latter working. 

“ Yes,” agreed Aunt Marths, swaying a big fan 
she held gently to and fro, ‘it Is warm,” 

“Warm, aunt,” cried the girl quickly, ‘ that’s 
not the word for {t. It’s simply brofling.” 

“You don’t look hot, and your 4 aud your 
couch are cool enough,” smiled fan, looking 
at her sister, who, attired in the thinnest of 
white dresses, looked pretty enough to turn any 
male animal's brain. Ina year she had altered 
and improved wonderfally, and her admirers 
were not like angels’ visits, few and far between. 
Indeed, she had so many that she found them 
and thelr attentions embarrassing mes, 
telling them so with the greatest coolness, for she 
snubbed them all {mpartlally. Young and old, rich 
and poor, handsome and ugly, they met with 
little mercy at her hands, y 

While they talked lightly, and made love a jest, 
she tolerated them; the instant they became 
serious she frozs, and sent them about their 
business quickly, and yet she was a curious 
coguette, for as soon as ons suitor was dismissed 
she encouraged another, rashing with headlong 
impetuosity into the effair, sho no more dis 
cretion In the matter than a butterfly would over 
& brililant or pofsonous flower ; and then getting 
out of It the best way she could, declaring that 
she never meant anything, wasn’t seriour, &c., 
and causing her friends a considerable amount of 
annoyance and inconvenience; never giving a 
thought to the pain she caused the poor moths 
who singed themeelves so terribly at the light of 
her beautiful eyes. 

Marfan watched these proceedings with dismay 

and grief, for she became more sure as each day 
went by that her young elster, while still quite a 
ven her heart Into Jocelyn Vane’s 
keeping, and that she would never care to claim ft 
back again. 
That her love was given uselessly—hopelessly, 
Miss Stayner well knew, for the Master of St. 
Aubynt had never set foot on English soll since he 
left {t, after her refasal of his offer of marriage. 
She was quite sure that he was not a man to 
alter. L'ke herself, to love once with him was 
to love for ever. He would never forget her, 
and Aggie would waste her heart's best affection 
uselessiy on one who had nothing to give her in 
retaro 





'*My looks belle me, then,”’ returned Aggie, 
with an answering smile, “Iam at fever heat. 
There does not seem to be a breath of air,” 

“ No, itis quite still.” 

“Toe calm before the storm,” ssid Aunt 
Marths, sententiously. “ We shall have thun- 
Ger before nightfall,” and she looked ap at the 
deep blue sky, at the cloud on the far 


horizon, uo bigger than a man’s hand, that looked 
dark and threate 





"T shan't 


Agate. with another yawn, “for I shall be to 


“ Aren’t’you going to the Spencers’ to-night }"’ 
— Stayner fo some surprise. 
< 0,” 


“Woy not? I thought Captain Belton was to 
be the ” 


ré, 
**So he fa; and that’s just the reason why I 
stay away.” 
“ Has he received his congé already?” 
“Yes. He's such a doffer. You know hefcan’t 
dance a bit; it’s just likea ox floundering 
about in a flower garden, he prefers dancing 
on my toes to the floor, a proceeding which i 
object to greatly. Then he’s so silly. He wearles 
me to death.” 
“How I wish Jocelyn would come home,” she 
went on afcera pause. ‘'I quite long to have 
another valse with him ; his step fs perfection. I 
wonder why he stays away such a time!” and 
she looked straight at Marian, without, however, 
any arriére pensée, 

“T suppose he wants a change,” murmured the 
elder elster, moving restlessly under the steady 
gazs of the great biae eyes. 

‘He ought to have had enough change by this 
time ; he has been abroad nearly a year, hera 
was he when he last wrote to Joe.” 


** At Venice,” 

*' What can he be doling fo those horribly bot 
places at this season? He'll get some malaria 
and die,” and at the mere thought of his death 
her fair cheek blanched, and her eyes dilated. 

" Jocelyn ia very strong,” observed Miss Stay- 
ner, in strained tones, 

“The strong die as well as the weak,” with » 
shudder. 

‘*Ot course they do. Still they stand a better 
chance of any Illness that may be golog 
about than their weaker brethren.” 

“I shall ask Joe for bie address, and write and 
ask him to come home,” 

* Aggie, you never will do such s thing!” cried 

‘© Why not?’ demanded Aggie, coolly. 

BS 0, wouldn’t be right,” stammered the 
other, 
**Oh, nonsense, Jocelyn wae like a brother to 
us; and my only wonder is that he haen’t written 
a, ns ‘but confined his attentions solely 
to Joe,” 


“Still, he fs not our brother,” sald Marian 


more 3; “and the fact of his not 

having written to us shows that he does not desire 

pee - i I —— 
to intrude yours on in 

“Ob, bother Joe!” exclaimed the girl, Irrit- 


ably ; ‘I chall do as I please.” 
But even as she s her brother came 

lelsurely acrogs the lawn, and some of her afr of 

defiance melted away, and she closed her 

and let her head drop back on {ts greasy, . 


—. 
we 9-7 omega mat «So gga 
pleasantly, may mes cup,” ° 

“Tt has just been out,” returned 
i up atat him as he kissed her ; 
“ and I will give you some if you prefer It to feed 
oh oe oe gable 1a feel as though nothing 

, as ny 
would refresh me se much as the cup that 

&s” - 

" Have you had a busy day!” she asked as she 
gave him a cup, 

"Yes. Lhave had some troublesome cases ; 
and here comes a summons for another,I suppose,” 
with a sigh, as the footman came across the lawn 
with a salver in his hand, on which lay a yellow 
envelope. Me 

Te were nob ancommon things at the 
Red House, and as the doctor tore {t open, Marian, 
looking over his shoulder, read It, 


“From Captain Mitchell to Dr, Stayner, 
be —- NEN 
‘ Catchpore, India. 


' Captain Clitheroe died on Monday of jangle 
fever. Have written.” 


With a dreadful sobbing scream she reeled as 





mind coming then,” remarked 








she felt an icy coldness gather round her heart, 
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the life ia fb dying out, a numb sense of misery 
and wretchednese taking ite , 

What was there in the world for her now! 
Nothing. The aun of her life had set, Arthur, 
her beloved, her almost husband, dead ! 

There was ® sound av of mighty waters 
rushing, the alr seemed to grow thick, the light 
to fade away, and then she fell senseless bo the 
ground. 


CHAPTER VIL 


For eome hours a merciful insensidility pre- 
vented Marian from realising the overwhelming 
loss she had sustatned; but towards the next 

her _brother’s strenuous efforts were 


rewarded, and she opened her eyes, 

“What isit? Have I been lll}” she asked, 
looking round on the assembled anxlous faces, 
Then, a8 memory returned, she cried ont in 

tones, “It fa nob true! Ib cannot be 
true! He is nob dead |” 

"My darling!” sald Joe, tenderly, draw- 
ing her towards him so that {t rested on his 
breast, “ you must be brave, and face this dread- 
fal ” 


“How can I}” she wailed, He was my 
dearest, my love! How shall I face the 
fatare i” 


‘ "You must, darling. Thiok how he would 
wish you to bear up under his loss."’ 

“Ob, Joe, it isa loss, I loved him so dearly. 
All the sunshine seems to have gone out of my 
life.” 

“Poor girl! No wonder you mourn him. He 
ls worthy all your sorrow, a better fellow never 
breathed.” 


“Arthor! Arthur!” she moaned, and then 
followed a blinding rain of tears, which probably 
saved her reason, but she was very, very {ll for 
weeks after, and the doctor’s once happy home 
was indeed a house of : 

A letter came from Captain Mitchell in due 
course, the details of his friend's death, 

Mitheroe’s frame, already enfeebled 
by the wound, had been unable to resist the 
terrible attack of fever, and how he bad sunk, 
despite all the medical skill that was enlisted on 
his behalf. His last words were of Marian, his 
a 

ps, 

After » while all his things arrived at the 
Red House, and the sight of them opened ap the 
wound afresh, and Marian relapsed into delicate 
health again. 

Then it was that Joe tock her away to Corn- 
wall, and kept her there for three months, 
hoping that araid new scenes and new faces she 
might forget some of her sorrow. 

Her anguish of mind was terrible. She had 
awakened from a short, aweet dream of happi- 
nesé to an of grief, and for a while she 
was like a 


holders, 

And what wonder! Her thoughts constantly 
reverted to that vanished golden which she 
had spent with her dead lover, the sense of 
loss became heavier every day, aching void 
in her heart » She could not forget him. 
Hare wie love, that would last while life 

There could ba uo new interest for her, no 
hope that in the future her sorrow would grow 
lose, and she + be consoled by another. 

Her heart been Arthar Olitheroe’s wholly 
oad ee abot woudl chwept vemein. She 
seemed to love him better after death, 
peed ee nee Dope g Some rs Big 
thelr joys and woes, 





Vane returned to St. Aubyne, and once more the 
old house showed signe of life and habitation. 

He called on his old friends, the Stayners, to 
Aggie’s great delight, and in a few well-chosen 
words condoled with Marfan on her loss, At 
firat his vielte were rare, but by degrees he came 
oftener, and at last fell back into hia old place 
as amé de la maison, and came and went aimoat 
every day. 

Marfan took litle notice of his comings and 
goings, or if she did notice the frequency of his 
visits she only felt glad on Aggle’s account, for 


her elster bad owned her love for Jocelyn, and 


whiepered that she thought he cared for her, 
and perhaps she was justified in this supposition, 
for Vane wae ever ab her side, alwsye seeking 
her society, always Mstening eagerly to what she 
sald, and the gossips nodded their heads and said 
fb was a clear case, and that St, Aubyue would 
soon have a mistress, 

The gossips, however, for once in a way, were 
wrong. Jocelyn Vane did not mean to marry 
A He sought her society io order that he 

hd talk of and hear about her daily 
life, what she said and what she did when he 
was not there to see, 

Aggie fell unsu: pectingly into the trap laid for 
her unwary feet, and told bim all there wae to 
tell, How keenly she atill felt her loss, how little 
interest she took in things In general, and how 
often she visited the grave in the old churchyard 
outside the town, where a monument to Clitheroe 
had been erected, 

Jocelyn Ustexed, and wondered would she ever 
change; would he ever dare to hope for a future 
shared with her again / and speculated endlessly 
if he might of hie love once more ; but, 
though he wished to, something slways kept him 
rilent in her presence, 

She Invariably wore black, plafniy-made 
dresses, and thongh that was the only sign of 

, yet there was a look of angulsh tn her 
eyes that kept him ellent, and made bim crush 
back the eager words that crowded to his lips, 

At last he felt he could bear the suspense no 
longer. It was killing him. He must know the 
best—or worst, and have done with it, and 
having come to thie determination, he watched 
his opportunity to speak with her alone, 

Tb came at last at Christmas-tide, 

Olitherce had been dead three yeare the 
previous summer, and he told bimself ft waa not 
too soon to beg agala for the boon and blessing of 
her love, or thé’ fragment of {t, which waa left to 
bestow on some one other than the gallant 
soldier sabe had cared for so well. 

The winter bad been an exceptionally revere 
ons—COanadian-like more than Enogiish, The 
snow lay thick and polished on the ground, and 
covered tree and hedgerow with its white mantle, 
dritting Into great heaps, makiog arches of eilver 
overhead, vistas of colourless sentinels, clothed 
fp the soft, powdery flakes, dleguisiog the shrubs 
and tree boles, until they took all manoer of 
queer shapes and fantastic forms. 

Qa the steep incline at the back of St, Aubyns 
some of the young folk of Middleditch, headed, 
of course, by Aggle, had atarted taboggantng, 
Jocelyn having brought some of the bark sleds 
from America, and belog galte willing that his 
youthful friends ehould amuse themselves with 
them during the short winter days, 

This amusement became very popular in & 
short time, and the Middleditch mammas, with 
an eye to business and the matin chance, brought 
thelr daughters in battalions to om in the fan 
and distinguish themeelves by ing cotrrage 
as they flew swiftly, rushing, jamping, bomping 
down the steep incline, 

Jocelyn welcomed them all cheerfally, and 
provided hot cv ffee, ginger ale, muiled claret, and 
other blood-warming drinke for his guests, some- 
times Inviting them {n afterwards to finish op 
with a dance ip the large hal’. 

The reason of this was not far bo seek. Is gave 
him opportunites of Marian under bis 
own roof, for she waa u b enough to accom- 
pany Aggie to these snow parties, thongh she 
would far rather have remained in the solitude of 
her room at the Red House, because Miss 
Penley was away, and Joe too busy to take her, 
and the girl's disappointment was very great 


when she had to mise one or two, so her sister 
atified her own feelings and accompanied her to 
the gay scene. 

“The young people seam enjoying themselves,” 
she sald one day to Jocelyn, who abood at her 
side in the great picture gallery, watching the 
merry groups of girls and young men flying down 
the slope, and then tolling up dragging thelr 
sleds after them, 

Yes, l’m glad to see they do,” retarned her 
host, his eyee wandering to her pure, pale face, 
looking paler by contrast with the black dress she 
wore and the sable plames [n her drooping hat, 

‘* It is such a lovely day and beautiful ecene 
that they could nov fali to enjoy it,” and she 
looked at the wonders the frost had worked, the 
graceful, glassy tracery on twig and bough, the 
glistening geme on bush and rail, the dropping 
icfclee that flashed a thousand rainbow tinte as 
the sun shone on them, and over all the great 
blue arching dome of Heaven, 

“You are lucky to possess so beautiful a 
home.” 

And yet I do not value ft as I should,” he 
eald, a trifie moodily, 

“Why not!” ahe asked, quickly, and then 
would have given worlds to recall the raeh 
words. 

"Because you are not by my side, Marian, ’ he 
rejoined, 

Forgive me,” he went op a moment later, 
" for speaking of that which fs no near my heart, 
but I bave suffered much, borne much, and lately 
I have dared to hope again. Ob, Marian, tell me 
my hope is not a vain one! ’ he canght her hands 
in his, for they were alone in the great gallery, 
save for the pliotured faces of hfs ancestors, who 
frowned down on them from the walls, as he 
pleaded, and held them fast, 

‘Deer Jocelyn,” she sald, softly, “it ts 
vain,” 

"Do not say 20,” he implored, “ my life is co 
incomplete without you—-my wealth so useless. 
Orown all the benefits fate has beetowed on me 
by becoming my wife. No woman ever has been 
or ever will be more worshipped, more honoured, 
more loveithan I will love you.” 

**f cannot,” shaking her head, sadly. 

*' Have I spoken too soon }” 

u No,” 

"' will watt,” he interrupted, eagearly, ‘' walt 
an Jacob did for Rachel many years, if only in the 
end I may hope to win you.” 

“Tecan never be your wife,” she said with ex- 
ceeding gentleness, ‘‘Though I like yon as a 
dear friend, Ido not love you.” 

“Twill be content with avything,”’ he inter- 
rupted again, earnestly. ‘I do nob ask, I do not 
expect love. Only don’t hate me, andI shall be 
quite happy.” 

**T doubb it, But, Jocelyn, even if you 
were happy I should nob be x0.” 

" Marian!” he exclaimed, 
loosing her hand. 

*' To ie true,” she went on Grmiy, “ my heart 
and all the love to give lies barfed in Arthar 
Olftheroa’s grave.” 

* It ie not fair to lep the dead come between 
the living,” be murmared restiessly, 

‘Bat if the dead cannot be forgotten, If 
they seem always tostand at one’s aide, the mur- 
mur of thelr volcoes ever In one’s eare, what 
then?” 

"Is that how yon love sven his memory !” he 
asked, looking at the calm, sweet sadness of the 
beautifal face, 

Yee; mine te an endless love. I shall never 
forget,” 

" Never learn to tolerate another as your hus- 
band, even In the far future!” 

“No; that day will never come for me. Yon 
cannot know me if you think so, My life, to all 
intents and purposes, ceased on the day my 
darling’s di?, My fature isa blank!” © 

** Marian, do not speak #0 mournfully, so hope- 
lesaly |" he {mplored ; but the hopelessness in 
her face lived in his own, and the melancholy in 
her tones re-echoed In his, for he was going 
through a trial of fiery suffering. 

“I must speak as I feel, Tals world holds 


reproschfally, 





naught for me auch as you speak of.” 
He looked at her with despair and misery in 
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his eyer, a lock that haunted her to her dying 


day. 

“Is there nothing I could do that would give 
you pleasure ?'’ he asked at last, after a long and 
biter silence, 

“No. Stay. | Yes, there is one thing, but—I 
hardly like to ask it.” 

“Doaskit. Todo what you wish will give 
me greater heppiness now than anything else In 
the world,” he assured her, earnestly. 

** You might think is a sacrifice.” 

* Nob if you wished it.” 

“ Then+Aggle——”’ 

" What of her ¢” 

* She lovas you,” 

*! Marian 1” 

He recoiled as thongh she had struck him a 
heavy blow,” 


“J had no Idea of ft,” : 

** Nevertheless itis the truth. You can make 
her happy,” algnificantly. ; 

“Bat fair and sweet as she is, I do nob love 
her—fao that way,” he atammered, aghast. 

‘*You have jash told me that i am the only 
woman you ever really will love,” went on 
Marian, eagerly, anxtous to secure the happiness 
of her young sister, “I cannot be your wife, 
bat she loves you dearly, knows nothiog, suspects 
mothicg. You have the power to bring a great 
jry toto her life; and after 2 while you may 
igarp, ab any rate, to care for her dearly, thongh 
you may never feel that ardent pasion with 
which I have inspired you,” 

“ Do you think it would be right?” he asked, 

avely, 

“T think so, I know you, Jocelyn. I can 
fenst you. You will make her a good husband, 
tender, considerate, kiad ; and fm the days to 
come 1 will be better for you to have a fond wife 
by your alde than to be alone, eatiog your heart 
ont with vain regrets and useless longings. New 
tiss, new interests will make you forget me, and 
your nofortunate affection for me.” 

“Nothing will ever do that,” he rejoined, 
qvietly. "Sell, if you think I can make her 
happy, I will—marry ber.” 

"Oh, Jocelyo, I am sure you can!” 

ah tain 4 & while-———”’ he faltered, 

«rf Ten.” 

| will g® awsy; and thep, when I come 


“Yea—yes, Bless you, Jocelyn! You have 
_ 34 gteater happiness than anyone else 
could |” 

“ Tat tz something,” he eaid, trying to speak 
ebesrfally, and then he left her, carrylog with 
him «a burden cf sorrow only second to her 


own. 

All Middleditch was electrified a week later 
by the fatelligence that St, Aubyns was once 
more shut up, and that {te young master had 
gone abroad to seek sunshive and warmth in the 
south, 

Aggie was disconsolate. She not only missed 
the scejety of the man she loved, she als> missed 
the gay parties, the skating by torchlight, the 
toboggening, the Impromptu dances, the drives 
in his phaeton, and the many other lttie things 
thsp his presence gave her and his absence de- 
prived her of, 

She waa nob capable of very deep feeling, and 
though, as It was, she cared for him more t 
apyoue else, still ib is just possible that had he 
been penniless and unable to bestow on her the 
loxeries of pleasures ashe delighted fv, she might 
nod have favoured bim with more than a passing 
and fleeting regard. 

Az ip was, she was something more than glad 
one bright Jane morniog, when the roses were 
blcomlog geily in the quaint old garden, to see 
ble familiar figure coming across the lawn, and 
the warmth of his» greetlag brought the glad 
yar her eyes and adeeper roge bloom to her 
cheeks, 

He came very often through the summer and 
autemn days, and showed by his manner that he 
mosent te woo ayn ney so marked were his 
attentions that was hardly surprised: one 
evening when he sald, ' 

‘* Aggis, do you care about me well enough to 
be my wife}? 





There was no great amonnt of warmth In the 
speech or in his manner, but {b satisfied her, and 
she murmured “ yes!" joyfully. 

Bat even then he did not take her in his arms, 
aud klsa her, only sat staring straight before him 
and sald, cckiaaly,— 

‘There is one thiog I think I ought to tell 
you. I loved another woman passionately, in- 
tonsely.” 
ced Aad she actually refased you?” she Inquired, 


wide-open eyes. 

“ Yes, she refuced me. She did not love me.” 

"Ie shestill allve}"’ just a shade of curosity ia 
her manner, 

+" Yea, she is still alive—and—Maggis—I can 
never love agate as I loved her,’ 

"No, Jocelyn.” There wag a tloge of disap- 
pointment in the big, blue eyes. 

*' Bat, if you will take me, and the affection I 
have to give, I will do my best to be a good 
husband to you, if that wiil contend you,” 

“TJ shall bo content with that,” shoaald, quietly, 
putting her hand In his; aud then he drew her to 
hia and kissed the fresh, sweet lips in a half- 
hearted fashion. 

The marriage took place a month later at the 
old Norman church on the Vane estate, and was a 
grand affair, befitting the wealth and station of 
the groom, and the youth and beauty of the 
bride, who, surrounded by a bevy of pretty 
bridesmaids, looked nothing short of lovely, In 
her trailing white silk robe and crown of orange- 
blossoms, the light from the many candles on 
the altar making her fair: skin look dagzlingly 
white, for the wedding was at night, the 
night of Christmas Eve; and as Jocelyn stood 
beside the beautiful girl, and uttered vows that 
bound him to her, and heard the joy bells ring 
out on the clear, frosty alr, he prayed Heaven 
to make him s good husband to her, for he knew 
be did nod love her, never could love her as 
he did the pale sad-faced woman standing near 
in her plate dress of quaker grey, donned for 
the occazion, instead of her usual black robe, 
whose heart and hopes Jay buried fn the far away 
Eastern grave where Arthur Ciftheros slept ! 


(tHE END ] 








FLOWER OF FATE. 


—0-— . 
CHAPTER IX. 


THe last morning of the week dawned. By 
the morrow the Da Mortimer Operatic Company 
would have packed thelr mavy boxes and started 
for fresh grounds. 

Nathaulel De Mortimer had good reason to be 
satisfied, Every night had seen Bentley Town 
Hall crammed almost to snffocation ; had seen, 
too, the money-box fall to the brim, and, what 
was better, he knew exactly that, his cards well 
played, this business would occur again and 

ia, 


Vera was the attraction, Her Indifference to 
— ecthaslasm, her pride, her wondrous voice, 
sweet, fair beauty had won Its way, Magpie 
Delane was clevor, dashing, handsome, bat she 
lacked that strange fascination that clang to 
Vera's every movement, 

"To London, Wem to London,” was 
Ds. Mortimer’s muttered thought, “ Tols job 
only lasts another week, then the gold mines of 
California won't be in ib, A whisper from the 
Earl, and Vera will get an epgagement to- 
morrow anywhere, and, by gad! they'll soon 
find she’s worth her salt, No dummy there, the 
girl's got the real t in her. Oarse her! 
How I hate her! She shows her contempt too 
plainly for me, Well, that don’s matter. I've 

at the whip hand, as her ladyeh!p will Gnd. 
he's under age, and If a father can’t control his 
child 1 don’t know who should.” 

There was a malicious ‘eneer on Mr. De 
Mortimer’s dark, {ll-favoared features as ‘his 

ts ran thus ; but mo one was by to ace 
it. “He was alone in his bedroom at the tiny 
—— Yan making up his accounts and caleu- 





“ The Hari’s decidedly gone,” he mused as he 
closed his books, and threw himself on his bed, 
“and so is the other chap. I don’tsomehow like 
his look, He's got an eye like a dagger—It goes 
through one, shan’t be sorry to lose him ; 
bat I muet stick to my lord. He's my big card 
—s great softy; but he is a lord, and that’s 
everything In this life, I must play the pareniai 
aodge—talk to him about my failing health, and 
what would become of.ay only, my darling child 
it I were taken.” 

Mr, Da Mortimer laughed softly. 

**That’s a sure draw,” he said-to himself a; 
he filled his pipe and to enjoy himself. 
“T can eee through his lordship like a plece of 
glacs. He's all tenderness, like a woman, and 
Vera fa beautifal. There's no gainsaying that,” 

Be smoked on thonghtfally for a while, 

* Yos,” was his lsst thought,’ as he settled 
himeelf for ao afternoon doze, ‘'I think I sight 
land at last. My pretty Vera shall pilot me int» 
a harbour built of gold.” 

Down at Mra, Watson's lod Vera was 
busy packing her small ‘ belongings together, 
wiille Amy eat and chatted to her. 

“ We had a vieltor laab night, Vera,” ehe sald, 
after awhile, during which time she busted hereel! 
by ssalating in folding and arravging the numbers 
of garments. 

Indeed,” answered Vera, absently. She was 
in a strange state. At one moment she could 
have broken down, and erled bitterly at leaving 
Bentley, the next [natant ehe was edger, 
feverishiy eager to bs gone, ‘Anyone nice, 

” 


"TT think him the nicesb man on arth.” 
Taers was a flash on Amy's face, ‘‘ He came 
to see Tom.” 

Vera half turned, then went on with her 
packing. 

!* He fs staying at Beaconswold, and turns ou} 
to be a great friend of Tom’s, » Mr, Rex Darn- 
ley. Sach a handsome man; and, Vera, what 
do you think t He bas prccured a most excellent 
post for our darling—a private secretaryship a: 
a salary of three handred pounds per annum. 
Don’t mind me erying. Lam so happy! This 
makes auch a difference to.us, As Tom sald, 
mother cau have her comforta and be x0 

worrled, "t you , dear 1” 

"Glad |"? whispered Vere, purting her hand 
to her throat to ease the pain in it, “so very, 
very glad, Amr, for your sake. We have oniy 
kuown each other a week, but you have shown 
ms more love and tenderness than I have had 
- 2 poor mother went, so your happiness fs 

1 ” 


Dear Vers, I will always be. your friend,” 
Amy cried sffsctionately, and she put her arm 
round the other’s neck, 

Vera kissed her. 

Now wasexplained the absenc® ef that dark 
face in the audionce last night. Vera had missed 
the handsome eyes the instant she had gone on 
the stege, and her heart had fallen so low she 
played lfstlesély, thereby provo a storm of 
abuse and carses from. her father when she had 
gone off. . 

How she bad wronged him! And what s 
noble spirit his wae! 

“ T shall govfor a little stroll, Amy,” she sald, 
harriediy, when ali her packiog was done, “I 
don’t feel faclined to rest this afternoon, and I 
want to say good: bye to the village.” 

'* Very well, dear,” Amy replied, 

“ When Magaie comes in tell her I shan’t. ba 
late.” 


She pub on a long cloak—-t bad been her 
mother’s, and the afterncon was te 
match this she wors a large hat which framed her 
fair face to perfection, - 

*' How lovely she fs, and how good!” was 
Amy's reflections, as she watched the slender, 
graceful figure’ go down the villsge street. * I 
wish she were not going away.” 

Vera walked along anges ng thoughts 
were fall of Rex Daraley. to-night 
go on 
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+} Vera quickened her ateps at thisthought, She 
scarcely saw whore she was golng ; she had taken 
a new direction from the village, and had got 
isto quite a wild, deserted part of the country. 

The afternoon, though chilly, was lovely, and 
she gradually slackened her pace ; as she did a0 
she heard the sound of footeteps following her, 
ane ha wakes ot voli 

She » An fac of rou BSsy, 
earth Prectatr her; she tarned jast os Tom 
Wateon arrived, and flang himself breathless at 
ber feet. : eyes 

“No, no—leb me kneel there,’’ he entreated, as 
she tried to ralse him up. “ You have saved me! 
You ate my queen—my guardian angel!” =, 

“Mec, Watson,” murmured“ Vera, #8 
trying to release ber hands, “ please rise, . 1. 
done nothing.” OAL 1 

" ey he re shy man, fervently. “You 
have given. me Iife hope—more, you | ; 
chown me how beautfal life can be biessed 
love. Ohl Vera, forgive me, but you seem to} 
have grown Into my very heart f Oa all sldee I 
bear of your goodness, Do I nob know It, in- 
deed! Listen to me—be merelifal! Say) ab 
least I can hope.” {a 

“Hope for what?” asked the girl, coldly, yeb 
not without emotion, — 

“Toa some day you will return my love.” 

Vera drew her hands away; bat he seized 
them again, and before she conld speak an 
jaterruption came—a clear, sweet volce from 
sbove the Incline reached them. 

“Howromantic! How totiching |” 

The next instant Tom Watveon was on his feet, 
aud Vera was consclous of the presence of a crowd 
of people, amonget whom she felt rather than saw 
Rex Darnley, a supercilious sneer curling his 


Up. 
oa How do you do, Mias Da Mortimer 1” Lord 
“Ahl Watson, 


Vivian pressed eagerly forward. 
I did not see you.” 

“ May I beg the honour of an {introduction to 
thig lady, Lord Vivian?” asked Lady Anlice, In 
der prettiest fashion, 

Tae Earl presented the two girls. 

“T have longed to compliment you, Miss Da 
Mortimer,” Lady Anice said, Nightly. “ You 
were charmiog. Do you play In London? I 
don’t remember seeing you before: And, ob, do 
you ever sing in private houses !—because If 20, 
you must coms and sing for us next season. 
Uusetn’t she, Danmoor?” 

Lord Danmoor's plain face flashed. 

“If Miss De Mortimer will honour ns, Antics,” 
he sald, courteously. “That is wheat you mean.” 

Lady Auice turned away inwardly enraged with 
= a and jealous beyond words ai Vera's 

aly. 

" Are you walking back to the villdge 1” asked 
Lord Vivian, forgetting even his duty as host 
when beslde Vera, ; 

R:x Darnley. beyond bowing had made no 
«fort to speak to her, but was chatiisg to 
two other:men, who, with Lady Anica, stood in 
the bac a, 
FE these men cou!d not drag his eyes from 

ora, 

"Wao fashe; Danmoor?” he asked. ‘ Where 
does ehe come from }”” 

“* She ts an actress—one of the principals of an 
operatic company who havea been performing 
bere during the week, Sir Kalth,” Rox Darnley, 
answered, quietly, ~ 

Every word he uttered reached Vern’s ears 

“Tam going to rest here, my lord,” she sald, 
coldly, I came out to get the air, Pray do nob 
let me detain you; I shail not return to the 
village jast yet.” 

“Shailowe go then, Erde?” asked Rex, just 
tarning. ‘Miss Da Mortimer really needs rest, 
and Mr. Watson will ezcort her.” ‘ 


urmared 
dresed as Sle Keith, ‘the name fe whtamillat ; 


yet somthing in that face recalls someone I used 
to know,” 


“ Are you sure you are not nervous alone, Miss 
De Mortimer #” asked the Ear). 
“ May I ase you to the viliage 1” Lord Dunmoor 
demanded, in his frank manner, 
“Thank you both very much, but,” Vera's lips 
were quivering, ‘‘I prefer to ba alone,” - 
Both men bowed, and In a few moments they 
were stridiog across to join the party golog 
towards Bsaconswold, ° 
Vera stood, as they left her, motionless, Lady 
Anice’s petty insults died before the wnutteradle 
corn she had read {n R-x Darnley’s facs, 
Gradaally ehe sank into a mound of grass and 
covered her face in her hands. She knew at that 
moment she loved Rex Darnley with ali her greab 
tender heart, and would watil ahe died, 

” * 


The seat usually cecupied by Mr. Darnley 
in Bsutley Town Hall was filled by another 


person,- i) 
»Vera’a eyes, paesionate, love-laden, turned ‘to 
‘Peet for the last time on him whose lmege henes- 
forth would be graven fa her breast, and found 
him nos, 
(} Lhe Esrl was there, and bestde bim a veritable 
@artioad of hothouse flowers ; Lord Danmoor, wd 
the two strange men that Vera had seen on the 
heath in the afternoon, 
As she realised that the partlog was actual and 
real—that her eyer, perhaps, might never see Rex 
Darnley egain—she grew faint for one moment ; 
then pride came to her afd, and she sang and 
acted as she had never done before, 
* Bravo, Vera!” cried Maggie, enthusiastically. 
‘You showed them what you conld do to-night 
and no mistake; even the boss looked pleased. 
Oh, my! here comes the Earl and the obhers 
with such flowers! ” 
Lord Vivian hurried up to Vera. 
" Will you accept this as a email appreciation 
of your wonderful talent, ands my thanke for 
the pleasure I have derived this week, Miss De 
Mortimer?” he said, hurriedly, 
Vera was ia her stage wedding-dress ; all the 
matsss of her red golden hair hang about her in 
“apr profusion. S1e took the basketof fl»werz, 
t pushed aside the velvet case on which gifttered 
a diamond brecalet. 
** The flowers I will take gladly, my lord,” she 
sald, courtecus!y, ‘‘ bat the jewals I muab beg to 
Gecline,” 
The Esrl’s face flashed, but he fmmediately 
closed the case and handed {t to Magate. 


bates this will be of no wee to me will you accept 


the 

Maggle took them with glistening eyes. Ds 
Mortimer, in the background, frowned as biack 
as night, 

“Bg Jove 1” w Gaorge Druée to Lord 
Danmoor, “a slight difference to the ordinary 
town girls—~ech!” 

" Rither?”" mormured Lord Danmoor, “ Why, 
Kealth, what's ap!” ‘ ; 
’ Bir Keith Moretoun walked up to Vara. 

“What is your real names!” he asked, fn- 
voluntarily. ‘Where do you come from t” 

Before Vers could recover from her astonish- 
ment and reply Mr. De Mortimer pushed 
forward. 

“This fa my daughter Vera, sir,” he sald, 
pompously, and @ Hitle defiantly. “ Her name 
is what she puts on the bills—Mlss Vera Ds 
Mortimer, at your p'easure.” 

S'r Kelth drew back, ' ' 

‘“T beg your pardov,” he marmared confasedly, 
“J ecarcely knew what I was dolog. ‘ I—she re- 
minds me of the pxsb, that fs all.” 

Vora heard all Lord Vivian's farewells ac In a 
dream. Her eyes had ‘followed the’ feir-haired 
‘young man with his golden moustache and deep, 
‘dark eyes as he from the stags. His‘sbrapt 
words had startled her, tfll she almost forgot 
her pain and lost love, 

» elie whispered, as they went into 
the dr -room, what was the name of that 
gentleman who wanted to know who I was?” 

*'Toat fellow!" observed Maggie Delané, 
flashing her lovely diamond bracelets before the 
‘mirror, Eeay, Vera, you were s fatto ‘refuse 





the Bari’s ‘present, Theyrare worth a ‘smatt 
fortune,” i€ 


“TY have brought one for you also, Miss Dalane, |. 


Vera bent over her flowers, and repeated ber 
question, M'ss Delane replaced her j-wels tenderly 
on their velvet cushion, 

**He’sa fresh man—never caw bim fa fronts 
before to-nigh>,” she sald, absently. ‘ Hla name 
fa Sir Keith Moretoun, and now I don’t belleve 
you're much the wiser.” 

" Keith,” repeated Vora, psesiog her hand 
over her brow, ‘‘Kelth! Moggte, 1 know that 
name 60 well.” 

‘Of course you do, my dear, considering that 
poor Florence Keith wae ia our company just be- 
fore she died,” was Miss Delane’s prompt reply. 
Vera thovg ht an instant, and then sighed. 
Yes, that mush be it, I suppose; yet I seem 
to go farther back In my memory, Maggts. Ho» 
recalled my childhood—tbhot vague, mysterious 
time I ro ditaly remember.” 

“I don’t trouble to think abont my child- 
hood!” cried Maggie, divesting herself of her 
stage garments, and packing them deftly. *' I» 
was not so pleasant that I cara to bring is back. 
Make haste, Vera; you bave all those things to 
put away, and time's fipfog.” 

Vera put down her fléwers. 

"They will die soon,” she murmured, sadly, 
half to herself, 

** QO! course they will, That's why I say you 
were s flat not to teke the dismondsa, They 
won't die.” 

"'T couldn't, Megeie,” eald Vera, with a alight 
shiver, “ Mother always told me to refuse 
presents,” 

“Vera, you aro too good to live, 
I ehall call you.” 

Maggfe Delane laughed, bat stooped and kfased 
the girl ae she epoke. 

* Don’t walt for me, Maggia,” Vera sald, after 
awhile, as Miss Dolane stood ready to depart. 
“TI know you are ins hurry,” 

“Weill, to tell the trath, dear, Mr, Motte fs 
walting for me outside, and as this is the laes 
evening I-—” 

Vera smiled at her friend’s confusion, 

“ There, don’t trouble to explaia, Run along; 
I underatand,” 

With a litte laugh Maggle drew her far-lined 
mautie around her, and disappeared, 

Lift alone, Vera ateod alient gazing at her 
flowers. 

* Not a word from him, no good-bye from hin. 
Well,” bitterly, ‘lam mad! I shali be brovg 
to my reason.” 

She removed herdreas, brushed out her shinicg 
masses of hair, and coiled if round and round ; 
then when everything was fiaished—the cars 
would fetch the laggsys In the morning—she 
turned out the light and clozed ths door. 

All the company had gone; the stage was fa 
darkoos?, only a sleepy carpenter remained to ree 
all safe, 

Vera mare her way to the door, glad of the 
solitude, She wanted to think. Her wish waa 
soon frustrated, 

Ab the doorway stood her father. By his gato 
end the thickness of his voics Vera saw fo av 
instant he had been drinking. 

“ Here you are, cures you, my fine lady,” he 
growled. ‘What the devil do you mean by youc 
insolence to my frfends |” 

Vera shrank back, 

‘* Insolence, father?” she said, hurriedly, yod 
firmly, “{ don’t understand you.” 

Oh, you don’t, don’t you!” sneered Mr. 
Do Mortimer. “Well, I must teach you. Tue 
nexd ticxe o gentleman offers you a présent you 
will take it, if you please, No more d--d non- 
sense and stuck-tp, grand airs; they don’b pay 
with me, Mise Vera, as you wil! fiad dnt 1” 

Vera made no reply, she only shivered. The 
light of the dim lamp showed her face to be 
deathly white. 

"Ts thie sll-you have to say?” she asked, 
last. 


‘7 shall have a good deal to say If you dom’s 
change your ways goon, I can tell you!” snarled 
‘her father, “ You understand what I have sald, 
Fhoas Ye oh" eS ; : 

*T have,” anewered the girl, quietly, 

‘Good 5 aif@'next time see that you 


Salot Vera 


ab 
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and obey me,” 
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WILL YOU ACCEPT THIS, MISS DE MORTIMER!” LORD VIVIAN SAID. 


om No, father, in such a case I sball never obey 
\ you, 

De Mortimer grasped the door-poat, and tried 
to steady himself, He growled ont an oath. 

"You won't?” he sald, roughly. 

*T will not. How can you ask me to do such 
things, father!” cried Vera, suddenly and pas- 
slonately. “Have you forgotten dear 
mother, and all her wise words! She taught 
me to hold my pride and honour above all things, 
and {t is she I obey, not you.” 

“Bat I will make you obey me, you she- 
devil?” abrieked De Mortimer, now mad with 
passion, “You can take gifts from men, after 
all, you mock-good creature, There !”—he 
selzed the flowers from her hand, and stamped 
upon them with hie foot. “Now, another word 
from you, and I will treat you as I treat your 
precious flowers |” 

Strike me!” cried the girl, fearlessly, with 
cold, white lips. ‘' Perhaps then you will end 
my life—a life Iam sick of, a life whose shame 

kills me!” 

De Mortimer, infariated by her words, lifted 
bis arm, but before he could touch her {s was 
seized in an fron grip from behind. 

“Here! Whoare you! Leb me gol” cried 
the drunken bully, turning round wildly, 

All the anewer he got was a heavy larch, a 
rer puab, a blow, and he lay prostrate in the 
mud, . 

The victor stooped over him. He was stunned, 
more by drink than anything else, but there was 
no hurt, Then he went back to the doorway, 
where the girl stood silent and white as a 
statue, 

“Take my arm,” he sald, curtly, “That 
cowardly brute will come to no hurt if he Hes 
there all night,’ 

Vera started, a blush crept over her face. It 
was Rex Darnley, All the misery of pain she 
had suffered, whe anguish of love, and lastly the 
excitement brought about by her father’s coarse 
cruelty reacted, She burst Into tears, 

Rex Darnley stood beside her quietly, He 





would have given all he possessed so draw her 
passionately to his heart ; ye he checked him- 
self, He had tranegressed once, he would not 


egaln. 
“Tam very foolish,” Vera murmured, as her 


flood of tears passed. ‘ Thank you—ob! thank 
you for ail you have done,” 

“TI merely did what any man would do,” R:x 
answered, aimost coldly—the stress he put upon 
himself unconsciously steeled hie voice. “ Now, 
will you permit me to see you home !”’ 

Vera took his arm silently, All the fleeting 
joy called up at his presence vanished at his icy 


bones, 

“Ta It right to leave him there?” she aeked, 
timidly, as they passed the prostrate form of 
De Mortim 


er, 

** You,” sald Rex, briefly, “It will do him 
good; but he Is coming to himself sgalo. We 
had better get on.” 

“JT did not see you come,” Vera observed, as 
they walked on. 

‘I was strolling round the hall. I heard an 
angry volce, and reached the door jast in time 
to stop the blow, I--it was mercifnl I was in 


“J was not frightened,” Vera sald, slowly. 

“No; I heard your words, You wished for 
death, A strange wish for one so young as you, 
Miss De Mortimer. When a woman has all 
— you possess she usually prays for more 
Ife.” 

“ Perhaps I am not as other woman. Perhsps 
what fs happiness to them is torture to me. 
Don’t heed me, Mr, Darnley ; I think sometimes 
Tam mad!” 

At the anguish In her voice Rex stopped, 
Another instant and the barrier would have 
been beaten down, once again the flood of his 
love must have poured forth ; but ft was not 
to be, 

A man’s form horriedly approached them. 

“Oh! Miss De Mortimer, I am glad! Miss 
Delane was getting quite nervour, I came ont 
to find you,” 


Tt was Tom Watson, 

Rex released, Vera’s hand. 

“You are #af6 now, Mise De Mortimer,” he 
sald, coldly. “ Wataon will see you the rest of 
the way. You leave to-morrow, I think, so this 
must be good-bye as well as good-night.” 

“ Good-bye!” murmured Vera, faiut sa death, 
“ Good-bye !” 

She turned away with Tom Watson, Rex 
stood watching her slender form with a moody 
brow and a jealous, aching heart. 

“Bah! Lama fool, That pretty | 
before me, Well, it has been a brief, wild dream. 
I must bury it in my and strive to forget 
as quickly as she will forget she ever enw me.” 

e little knew that at the very moment he 
was etriding back to Beaconswold Vera had fallen 
in a dead faind on the doorstep of her humble 
home ; that her lips had uttered one mute cry 
cf love and despair for him ere closed in 
unconsclousness ; that her heart wou 
a dull, dead pain that nothing could ease—a paln 
‘hat was her life-love for him. 


(To_be continued.) 
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VERNON’S DESTINY. 


_—0— 
OHAPTER Xt. 


Mr, Nem, Cuanrerus shared the opinfon of 
the old rhymer, who sang “ Happy’s the wooin 
that’s penny ery ede He would have iiked 
to marry out o ; and his parents bein; 

rr s jan of rank wealth. 
But for the sudden deathe ta the family there is 
no donbt Lit would 
the Honourable Mre. ‘Charteris within » few 
weeks of her engagemen 

“ She is such a dear little thing!” said Neli’s 
mother to her husband, “I think our boy has 
chowen wisely, Lit is a fortune In herself.” 

“Tam sure Lit ts desr,” sald the Doctor—we 
beg his pardon, the new Charteris—with a 


smile; “but Nelile, even 
to admilt that abe is a little ” 


“Yes, and I think with you that, for many 
Teasong, the sooner the young people are settled 
ona But there is a great deal to think 

“Ways and means,” said the kind, mother! 
creature, “I know. It seems to me, + sem 
are in @ most anomalous position.’ 

‘True enough, Nellie, 1 am Lord Charteris, 
bot I have no of wealth to support 
my dignity, On the contrary, I am far 
Poorer, for my father’s house was always a 
second home to me and mine, The dear old 
man Was most generous in his gifts to us, 
Now we are never likely to set foot within 
Charteris again,” 


asked Lady Charterls, womanilke, wandering 
from the polat in question. 

She was a very , Sbylieb, young woman. 
win was impressed with her. My 
eee impression was that she had no 
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SHABBY AND POOR AS THE STRANGER WAS, MISS CHARTERIS DECIDED 


" No heart |” : 

** Would any trne woman be able to look per- 
fectly serene and satisfied as Reginald Dexzil’s 
wife } Would any girl with any spark of feeling in 
her, knowing the orlgin of the estrangement be- 
tween her and her father’s relations, be able to 
meet them with a simperand talk prettily cf the 
weather }”’ 

** You are too hard on her, dear.” 

“Tameorry for it. Wel), Nellie, t0 business ; 
I don’t eee why I should not give up the practice 
to Neil. I had not meant to retire for a few 
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fancy » L could bear anything while I 
had you and the children, added to which I own 
it will save my pride a peer ee epsred the 

of Mrs. Reginald wil taking possession 


there is question about ft. We will 


no 
» Nellie, We must walt till Neil 
I don’t thinkAhe young people 
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SHE WAS A LADY, 


been of any importance in the family and my 
supporh of avy use to them, they need never 
have gone to Indis. I was with Charley (you 
remember it, Nell) a great deal before they 
sailed, and I‘ couldn’s help seeing whatever 
sacrifice he made for his wife her Jove repaid him 
fully. I believe he was as happy {n her affection 
as I have been in youre, Nell, and that fs saying 
a good deal.” 

“Did you nob see her?” 

"Only once, She struck me then as being 
more of an angel than a woman. When once I 
had seen her, Nellfe, I understood my brother’s 
infatuation completely ; 1 have always thought 
{> nataral.” 

“TI wish the child had come to as!” 

"It would have been fropossaible to propose ft. 
My father and Tom would have been horror- 
struck, Nellie, my mind hes often run on this 
child ; and but for my father’s age, which made 
oppo: iag him a solemn thing, should have made 
acquaintance with her long ago, I thought she 
mast be something above the common run of 
girle—the daughter of that eweet, ond-faced 
wife and a brave soldier like my brother ; even 
the news of her marriage only awoke my 
sympathy. I thought she had been dragged 
into some unsuitable match by her romantic 
feelings. I meant to be her protector against 
her husband. Nel), I have seen her, and che is 
perfectly contented with her lot; she fs all 
arailes and dimples, Ashwin called her a pretty, 
taking woman. I thought her a soulless syren, 
with no heart fn her.’’ 

Lady Charteris looked thoughtful, 

“ Strange that she should have no heart, when 
her e oe’ troubles came from thelr having too 
much | 

"Aye; well, Lena fs a sensible young thing, 
If Mr. and Mrs, Denzil (he bas dropped the 
Captain, I believe) come to rule at Obarterls 
she will have sense enough to know how to 
ateer clear of any Intimacy with her. Nellie, 
I may be preja , bub when I came away 
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from Mrs. Denzil my one feeling was I should 
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not Ifke anyone I cared for to be Intimate with 
her,” 

" Poor child 1” 

“Cotld! Shefsaweman, I assure you, and 
ons more versed fa the ways of the world than 
you are.” 

“TI wish Tom had lived.” 

“That's pride, Nelle!” sald her hueband, 
gravely, “Ot! courss it would have been far 
easier for us to glvs up tha headship of the 
family to him than thie silp of a girl.” 

“ You keow Maude fs coming to ua? Perhaps 
we had better not settls anyshing aottl she has 
paid her vist.” 

Truth to say, the family ab the Rosery were 
mot a Httle atrald of Lady Maude Charterls, 
Colons! Tom waa the ovly one of hie brethren 
who had morried well, He chose an helress 
and a duke’s daughter. He only married when 
he was on the poiat of Iéaving Eogland, so that 
his relatione had no chance of Intimacy with his 
bride, ‘ 


Tney knew seer 
that ehe was some 3 


aud had appeared to merge” 
entirely futo his that {n all these years no fact of 
her {ndfvidaal life had ever transpired, 

Lord Charteris met her in London, and bis 


of her, except. 


Nellie went into the hall to welcome her with’ 


a shyness she conld not prevent. Im her 
aurprise. She saw the sweetest of elderly Iadies 
with soft, aflvery hair, and gentle, refined 
features. 

Lady Maude was at this time over sixty, She 
had never been a beauty, but yeb there wasa 
atrangs charm fo her calm, thoughtful face, 
There was no grandeur, no csremony abont her, 
She kissed the shrinking Lady Charteris as 
though she had known her all her life, 

“Tols so kind of you to welcome me, Eilnor. 
May I call you E‘iuor ?” 

" Please do,” said the mistress of the Rosery, 
“Oh, Lady Mande, what a sad home-coming this 
must be for you!” 

She took the widow up Ioto the room pre- 
pared for her, and was astonished to fiad she 
had brought no maid, and meant to be her own 
attendant. 

“T could not tell,” sald Lady Mande, half 
apologetically. “I had heard from Oharterle 
that he Inherited the title only, and I thought a 
servant might be in the way.” 

*<T muat send one of the girls to help you, I 
have half-s-dezen daughters at home,”’ 

‘How gisd you must be! My brave boys,” 
with a little sigh, “‘ were very dear to me, bat I 
always longed for a little girl, I tried hard to 
persuade the Colonel to adopt his orphan niece 
when I heard of hie broether’s death, bat he 
would not hear of {t,” 

Meg arrived to assist her aunt, and in three 
days’ time Lady Maude had endeared herself to 
the whole family, They diecuesed thelr plane 
before her, they told her their l{ttle confidences 
as naturally as though they had known her all 
thelr days. 

"Don’d let the children walb!” sald Lady 
Maude to her sfeter-In-law one day, when she 
bad been a month at the Rosery. “I can see 
that Charteris {s anxious to be on the wing. 
Don’t think 16 will pain me ‘to see Nef! br’ 
home his bride, You had not seen my husban 
and my sone for years ; why try Nefl’s patience 
for a mere ceremonial form 1” 

Lady Charteris half elghed, 

“To will be great relief to ni ‘to get away 
before the Hall is occupied, Maude, you cannot 
imagine what that placs hae been to us! Meg 
had acted as its mistress for years. All my 
children loved it; Ib was to them and us a 
aecond home {” 

Salli ib is right it shonid pass to Caarles’s 
danghter-—right In law and justice,” 

“But you bave nob seen her! My husband 
says there Is not a trait of her ancestors about 
her, She has married a man whose evil ways 
" dey rem word, and she seems perfectly 

be appy 7” 

Lagy Maude looked another way. Perhsps 
ashe was thinking of her own case, She had 
married a nan proverbia! for “his good quallttes, 
ils opright conduct, his high moral sentiments, 


-her to me?” | ay 


i <a> ¥ iF 
entity ao |” 





and she had been miserable, Perhaps this re- 
collection made her very geutle fo her judgment 
of her unknown niece, 

“If she comes I shal! try and get {ntlmate with 
her, and let her know she has a firm friend fn 
me,” 

Lady Charteris started. 

" Do you mean to stay hers, Maude?” 

"T have taken that pretty cottege almost 
opposite the Hall gates. I can’t explain ib to 
you clearer, but f yearn towards the old place, I 
feel nearer my husband aud sone at Charteris 
than I could be at any other place,” 

“ Nell and Lens Will be delighted.” 

"Neil has been kind enongh to say 99; and, 
Elinor, it you wlll nob think ras grasplog, I wanb 
you to give me r 

“To give you Meg!” 

Maxie eball —_ back to’ sine ell 
when you pleace ;)but, E fnory my home be 
80 lonely, and YObra le fallvof children. You 
spared Meg to her "gtandfather ; can’t you Spars 
,. Wilingly, onlga—i" bs i 
"It ghall be jet) s® thodgh she my 
daughter,” explatnit y Mande. “If she 
lenves me for a huéband Iwill give her a dower 
worthy a daughter of Charvéris. If she remains 
unwed, I will leave Ger an satple provision, 

"Bat, Maude, youmnst not be too generous, 
Think of your own family.” 

Lady Mande smiled. 

“J have no relations exceph my brother and 
bis gon. Ove is richer far than I awn; and the 
other will some dey be bis heir, My husband 
had a tarn for speculations, and whatever he 
touched prospered. My fheome ie now ten 
thousand a year. If Meg corces to me I shall 
settle five thousand on her at once a3 @ provision 
for the future, The reas of my property will 
revert at my death to the reigning Lord 
——* and be settled so as to go with the 
title.” 

“Bat Maude——” 

“My dear Elfnor, you have a big famfly, and If 
your husband’s savings lsunch themin life and 
assure their fapure, he will not have much left 
for Nei!, and Nell fs my favourite. I cannot 
restore the Hall to him, bat I can leave him 
sufiicient fortune to support his dignity.” 

*¢ You are too generous.” 

“ You would not say so ff you knew the happt- 
ness I found here, Why, E:tnor, ten fortunes 
could not repay the kindness I have received 
from you and yours !” 

Lena wae written to, and begged to fix an 
early day for her wedding. Se was to be 
married in Besuviile, because ehe wished her 
mother avd the “fry” to be present ab the 
cerémony, and no one had the audacity to risk 
the thought of the expenses of conducting them 
to England, Besides,s Obarterie would need a 
grand ceremonial In hie own land; wheroas sim- 
plicity and economy might prevail abroad, 

Lord and Lady Charterls would remain at the 
Rosery unti! Nell retarned from his honeymoon ; 
then, when they had welcomed the young couple, 
and a week or so had been epent in initlating 
Lena into the duties of her new position, they 
and their youuger children would take flight for 
Brussels, and the Ductor and his bride would 
have no other relations close at hand but Lady 
Maude and her dear adcpPted daughter Meg. 

“Lena,” eald her lover the night before the 
wedding. ‘How ts it that Mrs, Merton and her 
busband are not here? Sarely, my dear, you 
did not think I shared my poor grandfather's 
prejadices, and would not meet the late 
guardian of my cousin, Mra, Denzil 1” 

To his surprive Lit terned to him with a little 
sob, and then flung herself weeping on his 
shoulder. 

"My darling! ssid Neil, mach concerned ; 
**whattronbles you! Surely you have no secrets 
from me?” 

Lena calmed herself by an efford. 

“T cannot bear to think of Isola,” 

“ Aod why nov?” 

"T have never seen her since the time of the 
aceldent, In reality, I-bave never seen her since 
she went to Merton Park last autumn, ‘I think 
the Msjor aud she mast have quarrelled about 


| 


om long vicite- 


‘and her sister-in-law, They 





your conein’s marrlage, We never heard any 
particulars, bud early fn the spring James wont 
abroad alone,” , 

* And Mra, Merton 1?” 

"She has a very pretty bijou villa near the 
Parks, bat she fs seldom tn town,” 

‘* She prefers Merton Park *"’ 

“No, the house is shut up. I suppose she 
gets tired of London and travels about. He 
seldom knows where she is, Stiil we did hear 
by chanca last week thet she wae In town, aud 
wrote off at once; begglag her to come to our 


w oF Sot “ 
** Aud what washer anewor ™ 
*'T had rather not tell you.” 

Es ar af A is 4 pe 

"Bat : indeed Ay aM 

© We won't begld’by having secrets, Lit.” 
Lit blushed, cf eA a 

“hiiaa wro' Wiehed. me all) posstble 
happiness, he euchien death of the nams 
of Charteris, aud she must refuse to meet any- 
ope who bore 1b," 9 | ; 





hed. oF Gil * E: 
ia tpatgest a atgta 
y ot tt ae, you 
bon my haeaad 
gre i | RON 
‘bear to" oy 
“ Why motte aS 
“1 am sure she m'serabie,” 
tes Bs 7 Wey 


*T assure you Mea. *Deneil fa ta the best of 
spirits, I have seen her, yon know, and I 
declare I never saw a leas unhappy-looking wife.” 

‘*Bat she must be miserable ” 

“ Whyt” 

The girl so soon to ba his wife blashed, 

© She married Reginald Denzil.” 

" And he is a bad man ; bat, Lt, love fs bind, 
and Mre, Denz'l msy imagine her husband In- 
maculate for all we know,” 

“* Teds not that!” 

** What then, sweetheart ?” 

"Captain Danz'l loved my sister. I don't 
know much of such things, only the way he looked 
at her mada me feel she was more to him than 
the whole world, Thea he got into Merton's 
house under the @izguiee cf her brother—he was 
there for alx weeks, I don’t beileve he ever cared 
for Helen Oharteria. He married her for her for- 
tune, and perhaps because he did not want to 
excite the Major's suepicious. How-ean she be 
happy with a husband passionately In love with 
another woman ?”’ 

It fae sad business,” 

"Noll, if ever she comes to Caarterls Halli | 
should like to be friends with her.” 

Lit bealtated a moment. 

© You shall; but why do you pity her ¥” 

“I think happiness came by ber, and she did 
nob ee It, I am certain Gay Vernon loved 
her.” i 

“She did not look to me In the least like 
Vernon's ideal.” 

** Have you beard anything of him since?” 

“ Nothing ; be ie eaid to be abroad,’’ 4 

Well, they were married. It was probsbly the 
simplest anion celebrated of two people whore 
namez would be fo the peerage, Bat Neil and 
Lene cared nota whit for pomp or show, They 
spent a fortaight very pleasantly roaming sbout 
Normandy, and then they turned homewards. 

“You are sare you can be happy in tlie 
country” asked Mr, Charterlwof his bride ; * you 
won't be regretting your French galeties #” 

Lit gave his arm a wicked little piach. 

*¢T gball regret nothing while I have you.” 

* Prevtily spoken, little lady. Lena, I often bless 
that rallway accident.” 


“Tm so Meg is to stay mear us!” 

© Aunt feno end of stramp, You'll 
find her a kind of extra mother.” 

Aad, in point of fact, Lit had never recetved 
a warmer welcome from her own t than 
that bestowed on her both by Lady Oharteri: 

aeemed to vie with 
each other In petting the young bride aud makivg 
her feel at home, 
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“ Moy I walk in the Park!” young Mrs, Char- 
torls aeked her mother-in-law, ‘I shall never 
forget how fond I was of the grounds, and they 
must look so lovely in enmmer! Are wa able to 
go In them still, or are thay the private property 
of Mrs, Denzil?" 

“The whole village may walk In the Park— 
the public part, I mean—but none of us have 
ever been, We cannot bear to see the house and 
know we are no lopger free to enter {t. Siill, my 
dear, there fs nob the slightesb objection to your 
golng there ; our staying away ls 6 mere fancy,” 

‘*T should like togo,” 

She went alone—in these days {t was very rare 
tor Lit to be alone, 

Tt was a beautifal August day, the summer sun- 
ahive was bright but not too warm ; a soft wind 
blew pleasantly ; the grass was green as uent 
raion would make it, and was smooth as velvet ; 
clearly. things were kept up carefully under Mra, 
Denzi!’s régime. ; 

Lit met the agent to the estate as she passed 
through the lodge gates ; he paused to speak to 
her with lifted hat. 

‘* Il way welcome you amonget us, I hope, Mrs. 
Charteris, Ae Mrs. Denzil’s agant I fear to be an 
intruder if I present myself wt the Rosery, bab I 
would itke Lord Charterts to kaowthat ff I remain 
{x the lady’s employment it fe only becanse I. was 
bern and bred on the place, and can’t bear to 
leave it,” 

Lit'amfled at him bewltchingly ; the old man 
lost his heart at once, 

* Why should you leave it, Mr. Pearson? Do» 
you think we are such monsters we don’t wand 
Obarterie to look Its beat, and be well cared for, 
jast because id is not ours? As ft happens, I 
am. peculfarly interested In Mrs. Denzil, and 
ag like to hear all youcan tell me about 


The old man shrugged hls shoulders. 

“ She’s a hard lady, Mrs. Coarterix. My salary 
bas been cut down ; she has. dlemiesed nearly ali 
the eervants, There is only one left to keep 
the house ia order, and one man to look to the 
grounds. It seems ridiculous.” 

“ I suppose ehe wiil never live here, and does 
where sonnee money on a place she has not 
seco 1” 

“She wants ib kepd mp at as lHttle coat as 
possible,” 

" Have you seen her 1” 

"YT have seen her once, Mrs. Oharteris—a 
pretty woman enough, bub without a trace of the 
old family. Were you going on to the house, 
ma'am! The old butler and his wife are still 
there, and. will be 


journalistic, world,, her greatest fear that the 
old love between her sister Isola and Reginald 
Deuzil might rive from {te exaouldering ashes 
{ato a burning flame, Well, now both hope and 
fear were r Motle as ib mattered to the 
Honourable 


ot 
becoming f and in 
signed under that phage pc meanepe opens 


Scceptance, while the very fach thad James 

Merton hed parted from the wife he loved more 

juan lite showed how true bad been her sister’s 
boding. 

Re Fett. the bemtivel grommde ot 
Charteris {t.was but natural that Lit should 
think of their owner, She bad never seen the 
girl who had once been Helen Charteris, but ahe 
had heard so much of her that she feld « sbrange 
foterest in her fate. 

The letter from Major Merton Inviting Lit to 
the Park had told her of ‘his dear Ubtie ward 
ay Vers st ai Te 

: 6. 
pl be _ one yore tothe world, 
aistory © an was 
oc roadie Peds fbi. ehoos te Se Getaie 


"s “ ‘ ia - , } 
cee age of tu, er ee 


fastidious Gay Vernon, how such 





an one could have eloped from her home with 
8 mon ike Reginald Derziti, Lene could nod 
think! . 

"She was not poor,” mused the girl, “so it 
eould not have been that ; ahe had ahappy home 
at the Park, She must have known she had no 
common share in Gay Vernon’s heart. What 
madness, what csprice, then, had driven her into. 
the Captain’s arms?” 

*Lwa stood watching the grand old manefon, 

bathed jast then In a flood of summer sunshine, 
when suddenly she became aware she was not 
alone ; at-& stone’s throw from her someone ese 
stood gezing up at the battlements of the old 
Hall, other eyes then Lona’s were noting every 
landmark. 
* Miss Charteris glanced at her companion, and 
wondered who she was, where she cime from, 
and what etrange chance brought her there. She 
sawa shritking form dressed in rusty black, a 
heavy shawl—strange equipment in July !— 
hiding her figure, so that Lena could only notice 
that her face and ungloved hands were palao- 
fully thin, that there were tear etaine on her 
hollow cheeks, and dark circles underneath her 
eyes. 

Shabby as the stranger was, timid and Iil- 

as was her bearlrg, Miss Charierls 
decided she was a lady. The sun’s rays fell fall 
upon her wild dark hair, turning 1b to gold. 
Bat for the look of -enffsring and sadness, but 
for the- strange, hopeless, cowed expression of 
the girls face, Lib woul have called her 
beantiful. 
~ Miss Travers invariably acted on Impulse, and 
the Honourable Mre. Charteris seemed dizpored 
to foliow her example, for she went up to the 
lonely watcher, and without the slightest 
attempt at apology, introdaction, or explanation, 
sald, simply,— 

@ ; am eure you are {n trouble ; do let me help 
you 

The stranger opened her eyes ; one would have 
eald it was very long since she had heard a word 
of kindness, She look at Lit with a mist of 
tears half hiding her from her sight; and Lit, 
generous, impulelve warm-hearted Lit, wished 
she hadn’t been equipped fn her cream satia, 
because it formed such a crnel contrast to the 
other's rusty black. 

‘Am I doing any harm!” aeked the girl, 
wearily, and her manner showed she was pretty 
well ueed to finding heres)? In the way, and 
hearing commands of “Move on,” “I never 
Ineand he ; I thought this waa public 

ft 


f 

“So ib is,” sald Mra, Charterls, kindly, and 
you have every bit as much right here as I have, 
only you looked in such trouble I couldn't help 
speaking to you,” 

“J am fn trouble |” 

“You will tell me what it fs, and let me help 
you,” cried Lit, persuasively. 

“No one fn the world could do that!” 

Mrs, Charteris laid her hend gently on tke 
black dreas. 

“*T know that no ons can comfort us for the 
lous of loved ones who have left us, If death 
mo caused you sorrow I know I cannot help you, 
only——’ . 

* Only you wese too kind to pass me by,’’ sald 
the other, slowly. “Do you know a lady’s voice 
has not epoken to me for months? It fs so long 
ainee I have heard kind words that I almost forget 
their sound.” 

Lit made another attempt to extract her 
confidence, 

* Are you & stranger here '. I do not think I 
have ever seen you before. Bab then Ib is only 
8 week since I came myself.” 

‘*I was never,here before,” 

" Ibdaapretty place 1" said Lit, gently. ‘' Have 
you come to stay!’ : 

“*T shall never etay angwhere!” said the 
stranger. ‘I have no home, no friends, and, 

, Lam sfraid, I keep moving on—moving 
on, I thik there will never be any rest for me 
antil Tamin my grave!” 

.“ But you muat not talk like that! You are 


50 3; things mast mend fn time!” 
nao tlaue can mend my trouble, and the one 
friend I long for {s—Death |” 





Lit chavged the subject, 

“You were looking at this old house as {f you 
loved It, I love tb dearly, too. Is it not a 
beantful old place {" 

** Lovely { One might feel safe here 1” 

Mra. Charteris wondered if her mind was 
wanderipg. She almost fasred eo, and the rusty 
black-robed figure went on, 

‘* You spoke ao kindly to me jast now, perhaps 
you would not be angry if I asked you to tell ms 
something 1” 

*T wii fell you anything I know!” 

“\Who lives here }’ 

Litutarted! It was the last question she had 
expected, 

"Noone now. There are only servants fn the 
houee. It’s mfetress fs away in Devonshire, I 
think !”’ 

A look of such keen disappointment crossed 
the giri’s face, Lit’e heart ached. 

"Did you expect to find anyone here you 
knew i” 

“TI thonght an old gentleman lived here— 
Charteris of Charteris Hall, I have the name 
on ® bit of paper, My father wrote it down long 
years ago. I think he had once met one of Lord 
Charteris’s cons, and been good tohim. I hed 
hoped for my father’s aske the old gentleman 
would help me!" 

- a Charteris has been dead s!x montha !” 

Oht” 

"Bat bis son fs ving, and still fa the village, 
though he goes away to Brussels to-morrow ; aud 
I have marrfed h!s grandson, and Iam sure my 
husband and I will help you |” 

“Then this old place fe yours "—lookicg 6 
it again wistfally. ‘‘I thought you enfd that no 
one live here {” 

Lit shaok her head, 

"It belongs to a couein of onra—Mra. R -gloald 
Denzil, She dosa uot cars to live here! 

“ Have you ever seen her 1” 

“Never ! but my husband has, He does not 
lize her, Hoe esysehe is not good)" 

The woman listened eagerly. Eat ib seemed 
at though her sympathy leaned towards Mrz. 
Regiasld Denzil, for she eald, wistfally,— 

"So few psople are good!” 

* Bat Me, Denzil is a very bad man !” 

**Sa I have heard |” 

“ And if his wife were a good woman she could 
not be happy with him.” 

“ Perhaps she is not bsppy.” 

* Bat she Js! My husband and his father went 
to aes her fn Devonshire to get her to elga some 
papers connected with her property, and ihey 
enid they had never een anyone look so perfectly 
satisfied with her lod!” 

But Lena might have been speaking to the 
old stone walls, for before her sentence was half 
ended her solitary listener had fallen fainting to 
the ground, and young Mrs, Charteris, after a 
moment's debate whether fa such a case che 
might break the rale laid down by her husband, 
aad enter Mre, Denzil's honee, decided that Anno 
Maude’s ald would be far more ¢ff:ctgal than 
that of the venerable housekeeper, and aped 
swiftly through the Park te the cuttage. 

Lady Maude and Meg did not prove them- 
selves unworthy her confidence of them. Not 
only did they come back themselves to the ecene 
of her alarm, but they brotght their gardener, 
in whose etropg arma the unhappy walf waz 
carried back to the cobtage and laid on the sola 
in Meg’s peculiar parlour. 

**T shall send Nell to look at her} ” 

** You had bebter not,” sald her sfater-In-law, 
gently. “Lit, she seems fn great tronble, and 
women open thelr hearts more readily when 
they have only sister-women about them. Leave 
her to us, and I promise ff the case defisa our 
skill we will send down to the Rosery for 
Nef)” 

Lib was easily convinced, but yet she lingered. 

“Ten's it stupid, Meg, but I can’t bear to 
leave her. I keep on feeling I have known her 
before!” 

“Tt fe the ar right of novellets to be 
romantic,” said Mog, wickedly. “* Now, Lit, if 
you don't depart at once, you'll be late for 
tea.” 


Left alone, the two elder lsdlee—for Meg 
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Caarteris had passed the I{ne which separates the 
girl from the woman, and was far more prudent 
and experienced in many things than even the 
young matron, Lena—lefs alone, I say, the widow 
and Meg held a short consultation. 

"T think she is going to be very ill,” sald Meg. 
“You won't send her away, aunty!” 

Lady Maude shook her 

"T will keep her until she is well; but, Meg, I 
would rather not send for your mother. I can’t 
help thinking, from Lit’s account, this poor girl 
has suffered cruelly at the hands of someone 
connected in some way with Charteris, Nell 
would be prompt to avenge her wronge, and as 
the future head cf the hodse he ovght not to 
embrofl himself with his relations. No one can 
be avgry with two quie) women like us if we 
choose’ to help a sister-woman.” 

It was a long time before consclousness re- 
turned ; then they saw that thelr patlent 
eyes of a dark, lustrous blee, and that, despite 
the traces she bore of poverty and suffering, her 
face had a strange, sweet charm. 

“She looks nothing but a baby,” whispered 
Lady Maude to her niece, bat the girl caught the 
word, 


*'T shall be twenty very soon,” she sald, simply, 

but I feel much older. Pieaze, am I going to 
die?” 

“No!” sald Lady Maude, promptly. ‘* You 
have only fainted; yon were talking to my 
niece, and something she sald, or, perhaps the 
heat upset you, and you fainted. We had no 
idea where you lived, and so we brought you 
here.” : 

The blue eyes looked gratefully Into the lady’s 
face, the lips moved as though in thanks, 

Lady Maude’s whole heart went ont to the 
stranger. 

* Will you tell as where you live, that I may 
send and relieve your friends’ anxiety 3" 

“ T live nowhere.” 

Lying on Meg’s sofa, with a soft Indian shawl 
hiding her paltry dress, the sun’s rays turning 
her hair to threads of gold, her poverty all 
hidden, she looked like some stray, wanderlug 
princess ; and yet she sald quite gravely that 
she was a vagrant—ashe lived nowhere. 

Perhaps ehe did not know enough of the 
world’s harsh blindness to realise the ignominy 
under which her answer branded her; perhaps 
she had felt eo much pain and sorrow, no amount 
of humiliation could hurt her now, for she an- 
nounced the fact as though 1b were a very 
simple statement, involving neither shame nor 
degradation, 

I live nowhere!” 

Meg bent over her, and kissed her fo tender 
pity. 

Lady Mande, who, duke’s daughter though 
she wae, had less pride than her servants, took 
the little cold band In hers, 

"My dear—my dear, you may have quarreiled 
with your friends, you may have left your home 
—but surely, somewhere, there must be those 
whose very hearts ache for your eafe return to 
them 1”’ 

The waif shook her head. ‘ Ne,” 

_ “Have you no mother ?” 

A convulsive shudder passed over the girl’s 
«whole frame, her thin hand plucked nervous!y at 
the old Indian shawl they had given her for a 
coverlet, 

“You had a father,” whispered Meg, “ Lena 
are telling us you had been speaking of him to 

er.” 

The girl caught Meg’s hand, 

"Lena! did you say Lena! Was thet lady I 
met in the Ley with the clear, beautiful eyes 


called 

“* Yeo,” sald Meg, quite unable to understand 
her excitement, ‘‘bat ft is impossible you can 
have seen her before; when she was Miss Tra- 
vers she ifved abroad, Ib ls only since she mar- 
ried my brother that she has come to England.” 

She half rafeed herself on her pillows, started 
to her feet with one bitter cry 

“Lena Travers! Heaven help me then, they 
will be on my track. I must go, I dare nob 
stay. Oh! ladies, if there ls one grain of plty 
in your hearts, help me to get away—to hide 
myself, Oh, don’t let me stay a minute, Don’t 


you heart Miss Travers has seon me! They 
will be on my track—will drag me back to worse 
than death! On, save me—help |” 

Terrified beyond measure, Meg and her sunt 
tried to assure the poor creature she was 
with them, that no one should betray her, for 
they would hide her from all the world. She 
aid not ssem even to hear their reasonings, it 
was as though that one wild buret of passion had 
exhausted her strength. She eat and looked at 
Meg with the pleading agony sometimes seen fa 
the eyes "who are ip trouble. 

“She us,” said Meg, in o 
whisper, ‘‘I think she is half stann What 


are we todo?” . ‘ 


“Take her away.” 2 
“ Bat I cannot bear to lose alght of her ; she 


Interests me . 

Y “We will go with her. I don’t mind if all 
your family lang: at us, Meg; we are free and 
our own mistresses, There's your good old 
nurse settled in ons of the suburbs of Glos’ter. 
Twelve miles drive, and we are there. She wiil 
help us to take care of this poor creature until 
we either restore her to her friends or gee her 
health recovered,” 

Lady Maude had nob been at the head of 
Colonial soclety for nothing. Gentle and sb- 
missive as she was, ylelding and sweet, she knew 
how to assert herself on occasions and make her- 
self obeyed. Her mind once made up, her own 
things and Meg’s were packed in no time, and 
the roomy carriage which was the one sign of her 
wealth she loved brought round. In this they 

the waif, her head oa Lady Mande’s 
shoulder, her band clasped in Meg’s. ; 

"You are not gelng to give meup! You will 
not betray me, or letp Lena Travers sep them on 
ais Wenn aie hide fro 

* We are to you from everyone,” 
returned Lady Maude; “s dear old friend of 
ours will take care of you, and we shall stay, too, 
until you are quite well.” 

She looked at her new friend with the trust of 
a child, and in another moment was asleep, 

“Your father and mother will think mea beside 
myself, Meg,” whispered Lady Maude, '' but I 
can’t help it, Something stronger than myself 
seems to draw me to this poor young creature.” 

Meg had to wipe her own eyes before she 


ans ‘ 

“You are dolng just what I want you to, 
Aunty, I never loved yon so much before,” 

But when the carriage stopped at the old 
nurse’s house about eight o'clock, and she had 
heard their story, she looked very grave. 

“You will help us, nurse,” pleaded Meg ; 
“she has no friends, and we have promised her 
you will take her in.” 

** And we will stay to help you in the care of 
her,” put In Lady Maude. “I know money will 
not influence you, nurse, but my purse is ready 
for all her wants,” 

“My lady,” sald the good old servant, “ and 
my dear Mies Meg, it’s not me who could refuse 
you ; and, besides, the poor child has a face that 
would move a heart of stone; but I’m thinking 
she’s more ill than you know of, and I'd better 
send for the doctor.” 

The old nurse was qalte right in her con- 
jecture, for when the morning broke the August 
sun shone upon a little face its setting had nob 
seen. A little premature baby was In Meg's 
arms, and {ts mother hovered between life and 
death. 

(To be continued, ) 





A pReHisToRic city, covering several hundred 
acres, has been discovered in Mexico, The ruins 
were covered with earth, but the excavations 
already made show that the distovery is one of 
great importance from an arck «ological point of 

iw. 

Ir fs estimated that the earth recelves not 
more than one-thousand millionth part of the 
total radiation of the sun’s rays, If avy con- 
siderable portion of this heat was concentrated 
upon the earth,4t would not only become unin- 





habitable, but become speedily consumed. 





BUT NOT OUR HEARTS. 


—0i— 
OHAPTER XXXVII.—(continued,) 


FovR HUNDRED was secured to Copeland Vane 
Biackie, for bie life, two hundred a year each to 
Bert, and Bob, a gift of diamonds to Raby, 
costing not less than five hundred pounds; » 
almailar suite of jewels to Lady Dorothy, to “his 
dearly-loved wife, Opal Spragg,” was bequeathed 
ten warren acer with Temple Dene and al! 

wi 


in ft, to make use she pleased of, without 
let or hindrance, 

Ashe had been , 80 was he 
generous in death. He did not bind her down 


and a splendid house as she thought best. It was 
hardly expected by any of the listeners, and to 
one it came like a blow. 


listened. There had been an unspoken hope ip 
his beart—a hope which he vainly tried to crush 
down as unseemly so soon after Spragg’s death— 
that O i ight in time come 


that In a new country, and Opal by his aide, he 
would soon be able to make a comfortable com- 
petency. But hie dream of a ranche in Texu, 
and a loving wife, faded away like a mist before 
the eunrays az he heard the words that made his 
love a wealthy woman, and threw up a barrier 
between them, ‘ 

He hardly listened to the rest of the will, 
which disposed of the American’s vast fortune to 
different hospitals and public institutions, 

What did he care that this hospital got ten 
thousand, and that five, and a third only two! 
It was nothing to him ; and he was so wre' 
and cast down that he did not hear the le 
of and a hundred pounds left to 
shall, , and other of the old Ohicherly 
tainers. He was dazed, nambed, and made 
adieus as raonrey Me possible, holding the 
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fawning poll 

harried to the “ Blue Dragon,” and filnging 

self In a capacious old chair, lit his pipe and tried 
to acothe his troubled feelings by a big smoke. 

A few daya after the funeral Mrs, Spragg lefo 
Temple Dene and went abroad with Lady 
Dorothy ; but before she left she gave orders 
that the door of the turret-chamber was to be 
walled up, and also the secret slide that led from 
the principal bedchamber to it, There should 
be no more ghastly tragedies enacted there, she 
determined. 

They wandered through the Riviera, and visited 
many sunny southern towns, settling at Inst for 
a long stay iu Florence. There they were joined 
by the Earl and Countess of Mount Severn, who 
brought news that chased the returning Icdk of 
peacs and happiness from Opal’s fair face, and 
ateeped It once more fn deepest melancholy, Max 
had been shot through the beart while Aightlog 
sgalnst*the Boers at Mojaba Hill, and the bullet 
plerced a Mttle white kid glove—a woman's glove 
~—that he carried in his breast. 

“Belonged to some actress, I suppose,” sid 
Raby, as she finished her story. — 

“Do you?” snapped her ladyship, looking 
daggers at the Countess, : 

"Yes, Ido, Don’t you; Opal?” 

Bat Opal only shook ber head, and sald nothing. 
She knew the glove was one she dropped at 
Branksome Brae the night they first dined with 
the Duchess José. Her glove had mysteriously 
disappeared. She understood its disappearance 
now, 

* Will you mind back to England now!” 
queried Lady Dorothy a few days later. 

“ Not—-not—if—I may go—to Westcourt— 
with you,” faltered Mrs, Spragg, 

“Of course you may, my dear!” returned 
the old lady, briskly. “Bat baven’b you 0% 


teness ; and making his escape, 
him- 
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over your horror of living at Temple Dene 
ge 


yet ” 
“ Hardly aunt. 
“And ft a year and s half since your poor 
band was murdered,” 
Oe Ten Still the horror would ail come back If 


I lived there—alone. 
"J see. You ought nob to live there alone, 


“ ! can’s well help it.” 


"Have one of your brothers to stay with 
” 


a can’t do that, Blackie bas just passed, 
and joins his regiment sh . Bers is reading 
hard for ithe bar, and Bo must still remain 


at school. 

‘Trne, Well I won't suggest Cope and his 
No, Besides, they 
‘Indeed! Why not?” 

‘The silver mine is beginning to turn out well 
“Mes, Vane wrote me yesterday, will yleld at 


loasd & thousand a , and they are ‘over 
to America, and intend to Prov} wed, for some 


“T hope they will be happy,” sneered her lady- 


ar 5 
“Thope so,” echoed Opal, gently, showing she 
bore her father no grudge for the shabby way in 
which he had treated her. 

*T can't eay that I am eorry you will have no 
one to keep you company at Temple Dene?” 


Why ?” in 80. 
“Because I at hove you all to myself at 
T see.” 


Westcourt.” 

"Ah! 

“And I mean to chase away all that mélan- 
choly, and make you gayer and happler than you 
have ever been before.” 

"I hope you will succeed, dear aunt,” she re- 
turned, ately. “And yet I fear the 
shadow of the past will ever darken my life,” 

" And I predict that some day you will be per- 
fectly happy, and that the past will seem like 
nothing save an ugly dream that is not worth 
remembering.” 

“T trust so,” 

And Opal bent her fair head over Raby’s son 
aod heir that lay on her lap—~an extremely ugly 
fafant of eight months old — who y 
favoured his plain father, and not bis handsome 
mother. 

“e ney or ar brag depen ll 
aes No, think Raby means to return 
us,” 

“And if she does, she will, no donbt of that. 

grey mare's the best horse, Ha! ha!” 
and she chuckled vigorously as she spoke. 





CHAPTER XXXVIIL 
CONCLUSION, 

Ove of Lady Dorothy's first acts on returning 
to England was to put up a handsome mouu- 
ment in Dene churchyard to the memory of Mex 
Lonsdale, stood next Billie’s, and 
frequently visited by Opal, who kept the 
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h herself fn the least, and when near 

ood was so absorbed with her thoughts 
that she did not at first notice the quick pstter, 
patter of the rain. But as it eoon fell fiercer and 
sharper she was roused from her reverie, and 
made for the wood to gain ehelter. 

Just as she arriveda vivid flash of lightning 
crimeoned the sky, followed by a terrific peal of 
thunder, 

With a cry she shrank sgainat the trunk of a 

eat tree, covering her face with her trembling 
Com, and then recovering herself prepared to go 
out again into the open, and face the blinding 
storm of rato. 

She hesitated an {nstant, when another flash, 
longer and more brillfant than the first, decided 
her, and she was stepping from under the 
sheltering tree when she saw a gentleman coming 
ring Soeegg. the wood. She did not recog- 
nise at first, till he stopped_ before her, 
exclaim'ng,— 

“ Mrs. Spr : 

* Pa—Mr, Cafcheily,” ahe stammered, blush- 
Ing divinely, as she met his glance. 

“How is it you are here?” he demanded 


*T waa walking from Temple Dene, when the 
raln commenced, ind hurried here for shelter.” 

"Tt is not safe. We are going to have a 
terrible storm.” 

" What—what—sball—I—do?'’ she faltered, 
turning pale, for she had a horror of lightning. 

“The ‘Biue Dragon’ isthe nearest place; let 
me take you there. Pat this on,” throwing bis 
mackintosh over her shoulders. *' Now, if we 
hurry, you will not.geb much wet,” 

Silently she allowed him to wrap her up, and 
then, drawing her hand ¢ bh his arm, to 
hurry her across the common tothe fon, She was 
pretty dry when they arrived, save her bat, 
Panl and Turk were dripping. 

“Lora, surr! how wet you be!” exclaimed 
Nancy Riveller, coming out to receive them, and 

on them delightedly. 

"Never mind mo,” sald Paul quickly, " I shall 
be all right ea trice, maul ace Sprege to 
my parlour, and bring ® o! shoes if you 
have them for her, and then some hot tea,” 

Mra. Riveller obeyed his injunctions, and soon 
Opal was sitting in the quaint, old-world par- 
lour, with its stiff chairs, faded tapestry, and 
antique prints, in a pair of Mra, Riveller’s shoes, 
which were about six sizes too large for her, with 
Tark, who had been duly rubbed and dried by 
Dick, at her side, and a queer, delft, tea-equipage 
before her, 

Panl joined her {on a few moments, and made 
some polite, but rather forma), inguiries about 
her state of comfort. 

" Only my feet were web,” she eald blushingly. 
“ You wrapped me up so well.” 

“And your pretty hat,” be rejoined, glancing 
at the dainty contrivance of feathers and satiu 
that had decorated her head, and which was now 
reduced to s pulpy mass. 

“That does not matter,” she returned, in- 


“No, I don’t su it does,” he agreed, a 
Itele stiffly, remembering that the woman who 
sat ite him in the great chippendale chair, 
with the soft, white gown and the big, coarse 
shoes, had ten thousand a year, and therefore 
could be nothing to him, 

you won't suffer!" she said, with a 
gentle at the face which was so inex- 
pressibly dear to her. 

‘Not atall. I am used to getting web, ont 

and had you nob been here should 

damp things on.” 
ad I am here, then,” she sald, 


barr 14 ‘am I,” he rejoined. 


“Did you oy your stay abroad?” he 
oat 0 AB sn a rather awkward 


‘*Not very much,” replied Mrs, Spragg, as 
out the vea, 

y 
been?” looking at him with « tender light In 


In his arms and kiss her. 


sapphire eyes, that made him long to take | 


*T have been here, at the ‘Blue Dragon,’” he 
returned, soberly, subdaing the mad /mpulee, 

“ Allthe time!” eagerly. 

"Yes, All the time,” 

“Ah!” was all ehe said, yet there wae keen 
disappointment fn that one little word. She 
had been at Westcourt six weeks, and yet this 
man whom she knew now was all the world to 
her, who could make her life one long pleasure, 
os never been to see her, bad purposely avoided 

er 


“Will you ask Mre, Riveller if my boots are 
Gry?” she sald, wearlly, pushing away her cup 
and rising to look out of the window at the 
rain-drenched woods and fields. 

“Yes—I will—aek her. Bat—you had better 
—not go—yet,” he said, hesitatingly, for he 
found {t very pleasant to have her there opposlte 
him, to be able to look at her beautiful face and 
hear her voice, notwithstanding that she was 

essed of ten thousand a year, 

“Tt has stopped raining,” ehe announced, still 
gazing oub of the window, thereby not seeing 
the yearning, wistful look In his bine eyes, 

**Solil ft is very wet,” he objected. 

‘That won't matter, I wish to geb home,” 
this last rather {mperfously, for her heart waa 
aore, ® 

" Then I will call Nancy,” and he did eo, and 
the datnty boots were put on, and Mrs. Spragg 
prepared to leave. 

“T ehall see you over to Westoourt,” he 
announced, 

“Very well,” she sald, almply; and so theses 
two, who had ouce been so mach to each obher, 
set off like a pair of strangers, and hardly said « 
word to each other duriog the walk, snd yet both 
felt strangely happy—happler than they had 
since that day when they parted on the Dene 

le, 

She knew what would content her—what was 
more to her than rank or wealth, or position ; 
and he was inwardly railing at fate, that had 
thrown up the barrier of money between him 
and the woman he loved eo well. 

Lady Dorothy was delighted to see them 
together and geve Paul a cordial, general Invi- 
tation to Westcourt, which he accepted and 
didn’t intend to make use of ; only having seen 
Opal again he could not keep away from the 
house that sheltered her, and came again and 
again, ylelding to the faecination he could not 
resist, 


The old lady did‘all in her power to throw the 
lovers together. 

“They had euffered so much in the past, why 
should they not be happy in the present!” she 
reasoned, and 20 enticed Paul to dinners, and 
teas, and tennis parties, and even got him to 
stay in the house. 

All things were gofng smoothly. Opal, in her 
new-found happloess forgot some of the sorrow 
that clouded her young life. There was a pos- 
afbility of perfect joy and contentment In the 
future—in that reuniting of hearts—-that nothing 
should part save death, and she dreamt of that 
and lost her wistfal look, seeming to grow quite 
young and girlish and vivacious, and more 


lovely. 
P Lady Dorothy crowed and chuckled, and mut- 
tered with delight ; but her delight turned to 
annoyance, when, one day, Sir Ivors Rowand 
presented himself at Westcourt. She knew what 
he came for, and could not refuse him, 

He haunted Opal like a shadow, and at Jase, 
braving her cold disdain, offered bis hand for the 
third time, 

Firmly, yet gently, she declined it. 

"There fa no hope for me!" he asked, des- 
pondently, ; 

None,” she returaed with decision. I mar- 
ried once withont love, { would never do so 
again,” 

“‘ And—you do not love me?” 

“No; and even if I did so,” she contlaued, 
calmly, ‘I would not now marry you.” 

** Why not!” he demanded, hastily. 

** Because I consider that you belong to another 
woman—that ft is your duty to marry another 
woman.” : 

“ What do you moan?" 
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‘‘The Dachees de Pescara is now a widow,” 
she answered, polatedly. 
‘ And—and—you think—I ought to—marry 


her }’ 
"JT think so.” 
** You wish this?” 


‘*No, I do not wish {6 Still {f you make 
anyone your wife I think that she shonld be 
the one.” 

‘TI seo,” he esid, slowly. ‘‘ Good-bye,” and, 
with one iong glance at the fair face, with its 
sapphire syes and frame of amber hair, be went 
out—went to marry the wornan who bad become 
a wearlness and a misery to him, and thus 
explate the sin of his youth. 

Meanwhile Paul tock alarm ab the advent of 
the handsome Highlander, and retired, like a 
sensitive snail, into his shell, Here was a fitting 
spouse for Mre. Spragg—a man rich, good-look- 
ng, titled. What right had he, Paul, a man 
almost a pauper, to enter the liste agalust such 
swalne? It was ridiculous, He hadn’s the ghost 
of s chance, He would go sway and bury him- 
self and his sorrows in the backwoods of America, 
or the jangles of Iud!s, and never lock on the 
face be loved sgain, 

Having made op his mind to this he palda 
formal visit to Westcourt, and found Raby and 
Lady Dorothy sitting together in one of the 
arbours. 

“Ab! glad to see you!” cried her ladyship. 
“ You’ve been quite a stranger lately.” 

"Yes," he suawered, gloomlly. 

“What bave you been dolog!” asked the 
Countess, 

‘* Preparing to go away,” he announced. 

‘* Where?” almost screeched Lady Dorothy, 
in her diemay. 

“To India or America,” 

* What are yon going there for ?” 

‘* Because I am not wanted here,” ke returned, 
grimly. 

“ What nonsense | We all want you,” 

" Not Str Ivors Rowand.” 


“Pooh! What has he gob to do with it?” 

A great deal, it seems to me, Op—Mrs, Spragg 
—of course, meane to marry him,” 

" 5 a Spragg means tc do nothing of the 

D ina 

‘* No, Paul,” sald Raby, gently, “ you need not 
fear. Opal will never marry agein unless you ask 
her. She will never wed for money or bfon. 
She has more than enough of thab, and her past 
life has been eo sad, ag the life of any woman 
who sells herself for worldly gain must be. Who 
woald do ff if they knew what they had to go 
through?” she crfed, excitedly, “There la no 
happiness_for a woman who barters herself for 
diamonds or position, Money may buy comforte, 
luxarier, ease, but it never can purchase the bliss 
that those two young noodles are epjosing now,” 
and she waved her hand towards Biackie, who, 
with his arm round Mand Rainham’s waist, wae 
eauntering up and down the walk at the further 
end of the gardep, and whispering all sorts of 
nonsense foto her tar, 

“Perhaps you sre right; sill] I think your 
elster likes the Highlander,” 

1 don’t think she cares for him.” 

** And Iam aure she does not,” declared Lady 
Dorothy, triamphantly. 

“Why ?” asked the young man, esgerly. 

*‘Becanse she refused him three days ago for 
the third time.” ~ 

“Ab 1” he exclaimed, ax though a weight were 
lifted off his mind, 

* She is In the drawing-room alone,” continued 
hia hostess, significantly, ‘'and I have no doubt 
she will be pleased to see you,” - 

* Thanke,” he answered, timply, getting up, 
and going off In the direction of the drawing- 
room. 

Opal ast In a low louvgtng chair, Tark as amal 
stretched at her fest, She looked a little pale 
and sad, but Infinitely lovely, and the colour 
leapt guickly to her soft cheek as Paul entered 
the room, i 

"How do you dof” she sald, atriving to 
appear calm, ‘It is some time efnce we have 
asen you.” 


"Yes, I have purposely kept away,” 





‘*Panl |” 

“ Yer, and I came to-day to tell you that I 
_ determined to go away, and never ses you 
again,” 

er Paul, can you leave me?” she wailed, rlaing 
and stretching out her hands Implotingly. 

* No,” he eaid fondly, drawing her to his breast, 
“Thave misjudged you. Forgive me dearest, my 
love for you made me unjast,” 

‘There is nothing to forgive,” she anawered, 
softly, looking at h{fm with radiant eyes, 

* And yet—I might have left you.” 

"Oruel Paul!” smoothing hls wavy hair 
with one hand, ‘'Thiok what I should have 
suffered,” 


“ Would you have cared rauch |” he questioned 
with pasefonate eagerness, yet letilug her go from 
his embrace, 

“So much,” she answered, that life would 
have been worthless tome. Do you remember 
what you sald to me once? ‘With your love I 
should be happy—a beggar, and rich ; without It 
miserable—a sultan, and poor,’ So it is with me 
now. Of what avall fe all my wealth if I cannot 
make you happy? Cannot give yon back what 
you have lost? For the avke of the little child 
that Hes yonder onder the churchyard sod I was 
false to your memory. let me now make up to 
you it I can for the pain you suffered then, when 
you found me untrue, If you have nob changed 


** Changed |!” he cried, to yon? I could not 
change even In death. I shonld but love you 
better after,” 

“As the passion-franght words left his lps, 
with a glad cry she sprang back Ianto his out- 
stretched arms, and nestled her bright head on 
his bosom, while he poured out a loug pent-vp 
store of kisses on her sweet face and quivering 
mouth, 

* . * . * 

Two years later a‘group of happy-locking 
people sat out on the lawn ab Temple Dene, 
under the shade of a widespreading oak. They 
were Lady Dorothy, Paul Chicherly and Opal, 
who held a bundle of lace and cambric fn her 
arms, while Tork lay a little way off, his 
great tawny head on one side, as he watched 
them, 


“ And you are perfectly happy 1’ sald her Indy- 
ship, gleefully. 

“ Perfectly,” returned Opal. ‘I could not be 
otherwise, for Paul fs a hnsband-lover.” 

“ And 4 oi be he queeew 
stoo to , throwing an arm ro 
cao ar od ehfld 


“Lucky mortals! to have found perfect bappl- 
ness,” murmured Lady Dorothy, 
great-grandniece and her parents with approving 
eyes. 


" There's a bliss beyond all that the minstre] bas told, 
When two that are link’d in one heavenly tic, 








Tre culture.of peas ts gradaally becoming a 
very important industry fo Indiana, At Franklin, 
Greenwood and many other places the canning 
factories have taken up pea-canning, and the 
markets of the world are always ready for Indiana 
eanned goods of any description, At Frankiia 
there is a plant that adde 75,000 cans dally to the 
Indiana supply. It ts said that the dally canning 
done in Indianz does nob fall short of a half- 
Se eekenen tee more ap pe ps 
not growers, are given em ent, 
While the pea-cannipg Industry has not yet 
reached the extent of the tomato-canuing industry, 
there is every Indication that within a few years 
ft will rival it Io point of ebi ts. Indiana 
now atands second In the lict of States asa can- 
ning centre, and furnishes 20 per cent..of the 
canned goods put up annually fn the Ualted 

0 


Pp 
States. Maryland stands fired, ha 
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THE CITY AT LUNCH. 

“A GREAT change has come over the City at 
its lunch during lste years,” writes Mr. W. Pett 
Ridge in the November Wnowsorn Macazixz, 
“Men who took a glass cf wie and a biscult 
now go to one of the bread shops and take a cup 
of coffee and @ roll aud butter, To this froga} 
meal a bank mauager site, perhaps, at the next 
table to his smallest cffixe boy. The Aerate? 
Bread Company levels all, Tails type of restau. 
ran has {ntrodaced another reform by providing 
demurely gowned young women, with an Ide. 
tical mode of headdress, and a cold severity of 
manner that frerzts the ‘badinage’ of joyous 
youth. Some men drink tea at midday, Tal, 
is sacrilege ; tea should be reserved jealously for 
the hour of four, and any offence against thio 
rule has to be punished by dyspepsia. The ter. 
dency {2 to make the midday meal lighter and 
lighter, although there are still places where only 
a equare meal {s ¢ {f:re3, and where the man who 
dared ask for a piece of cake and 9 glass of warm 
miik would be placed on the silver gril!, Near 
the Stock Exchange, and Aleo near the Wool 
Exchange, there are places where steake of excel. 
lence can be obtalned—steaks so rare In quality 
and 60 artistic, that the coppers given on leaving 
to the white-capped, white-aproned genius who 
prepared it should ba, if a sense of proportion 
were used, antold gold, ‘ 

In odd, shy, unobserved streets in the Cliy the 
old-fash' restaurant can still be found, with 


Zs 
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journey, reaching the @ condition that 
clouds thelr intent. Oa the walls appear o 
notice : 
“ CLIENTS are warned that the 94, 
Plates are not served ia thiaxoom, 
but can be obtd. at Luncszom Baa.” 


* 
Here a cut from the jolnt and odd things are 
served ab, say, eighteenpence. A man with o 
reasonable appetite desires no better meal. Ic 
, craramed, turbulent luncheon-hoar the 
waiters have no time for conversation— 
them later in the day and they are grate- 
allowed to hold reepectfal conversatlon. 
the summer months the lancheon-hoor for 
the east of the City is spent on the quay 
long white Customs Howse, where those 
pt and fleet of foot can get a sent, 
they ext sandwiches, watch the eteamcre 
the river towards the Tower Bridge ; 
officers set bea in pwd apo 
generally ge 
of a vislb to the seaside. 
mén think and talk of 
, compare the prices and the advantages 
as compared with te, and 
dresses. P! a flatter 
» from there 
are anticipated 
trels who slouch 
and glesu- 
c whom even the 
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nn 
‘through the entire bill of fare, Here isa 
copy'of one dabbed-on » window : : 
Bee BOup te ae os ane ae if 
are «oie ia Rand te a AE 
Slice Beef ore see on a 9 
Broad wee ts sith ose (ae Of 


This ls nob a meal to tempt the delicate—the 
enstomer has to provide bis own appetite, Even 
here there are compensations, and I once saw an 
Important ives eee sege ee rent of two 
doctors In Harley Sbreet, fs thelr slave—I 
aw him look in at one of these cheap, busy 
places, and for a few moments he watched the 
eating, contented customers. Then he sighed, 
and went back. to bis sulte of cffices In Cornhill 
drink a glass of hot water for lunch, 


s 





GIVE HIM BACK TO ME. 


' CHAPTER LI, 
“TILE DEATH US DO PART,” 


Tue first marriage ina family! What sensa- 
tea bahengeslly flan, Gevelty the etpapenest 
ths - who, directly the % 

onders if ino wht have tha boncer 


sf8 af 
Paul 
ipesel 

aeere 
ere Fee 
Gath 
rifle et 


HH 

ry ifs 
aH 
rally 
trey 
He 
eae 


She could not account for It 
Pees tee or Ngan it was, 


ane i ah bit of thelr lack for you and 
me 


* Luck!” querled » woman, with « dark 
eager face. Don't you be so cock sure that they've 
got ft. Did you see her stumble over her gown 
as she got inte the carrlage? That means some- 
thing, and maybe you wouldn't be ina hurry to 


places with her before the year’s out if 
sary odo what was coming.” 


The lancheon which does duty for a wedding- 
 breakfast—now that fashionable weddings are 
aeually in the afternoon—was still proceeding 
when the bride slipped out of the room in order 
to take off her finery, and exchange it for a 
travelling-dress. 

Her sister, Gertrude Mayne, followed her at 
once, whilst the other bridesmaids lingered to 
exchange laughing remarks with some of the 
company. 

Ogril Landon, a very cld friend of the 
Maynes, though quite a young man, called 
out to the bridesmald who had fallen to bis 


veal rt 

é eee going to — me, Miss Egerton ? 

ome y, or uences will be 
: ie conseq 

“No uee, Mr. Landon,” sald Rose Egerton, 
looking back mischi¢vously over her shoulder. 
“We all know that your heart was broken in 
the Abbey to-day.” 

“It was, but you mended It, Come back 
directly, or {t will come unstuck,” 

Mr. Sartoris flashed o quick glance ab the 
speaker, and his face grew ‘thoughtfal for a 
moment ; but someone was talking to him, and 
he had to tarn his head. 

“Who broke it, Mr. Landon? I didn’t 
rail said the soft voice of a girl acroes the 


' A flush passed across his boyish face. It was 
merely # flash of annoyance, becanse {fb did not 
sult his good teste to chaff about even such an 
old friend as Violet Mayne in public, 

“The breakege was a fiction,” he sald, with a 
emile; *' but the cement a happy reality, Don’b 
you think there le some cruelty fn the rule 
—! the bridesmaids disappear with the 

It takes a great deal to make a young man 
blush nowadays {n these times of impudence and 
lndependance, and many people who saw the 
colour rise to Landon’s face took {t for much 
than id meant, 

‘Some of the elder ladies cogitated ff 1b would 

as well to warn Mr, Sartoris nob to let his 
wife have much to do with thls dangerous old 
friend ‘for the future, but the sight of the bride- 
groom’s handsome face reassured them. 

He was not the sort of man to have any 
a devoted affection from his wife, and there 
be no fear that a girl brought up like 
Violeb Mayne should ever let her eyes wander to 
forbidden fralt. _ 

Meanwhile the lasp words were being said 
upstairs between the two slsters—thoss words 
which, even when the bride has no fear for the 
unknown future, sre sometimes zo hard to say. 

Gertrude Mayne’s tears were running down her 
cheeks ae she fastened & gold bracelet round her 
slater’s wrist. : 

“ And you'll write to me directly you get to 
Paris, and you won’b forget to be photegraphed 
at that place which Cyrii recommended ?”’ 

“Where was Itt I’ve quite forgotten,” 
adjusting her vell. A tap at the door, and Bertie’s 
— a “If you don’t look sharp you'll 

3 ” 

“ Here it Is,on the back of hia ph stograph— 

* Oherbuller et fils,” Rue——” 


Hes 
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wife with eyes that seemed never to tire of her 
beauty. She was really a charming example of 
what Nature can fashion in her happiest mood— 
as white as Parlan marble, with soft, dark hair 
rippling tn natural waves over her broad, low 
forehead ; violet eyes, which seemed to accord 
with her name, locking up from under a fringe 
of heavy lashes; a delicate tose, very straight ; 
& mouth, beautifully curved, and a smile, so 
sweet and tender, as to beguile 9 child from Ite 
mother’s arms. A long Newmarkot, fitting her 
supple figure and emall walst to perfection, 
reached down to the bem of her grenat velvat 
dress; & hat with a plame of grenat 
feathers rested slightly on one alde of her carly 
head ; and her tollette was completed by gloves 
of a soft tan, and high-heeled boote, which set 
off her small feeb to the utmost advantage. 
Violet Sartoris locked high-bred from the curls 
on her forsbead to the soles of ber feet; and, 
beyond the charms of beauty and breeding, there 
waa an expression cf childlike purity on her 
eweet face, which had caught the fancy of the 
blasé man of the world who had chosen her for 
his bride, 

Looking at her with fond, admirlog gaze, he 
resolved to try and be worthy to walk through 
life by the side of such an angel. She had no 
secret filrtations, no girlish escapades to confess 
to him ; the page of her young, happy life was 
as white and unsuliled as a child's, Sitting 
there before her in the railway carriege, he told 
himself that he ought to go down on his knees 
and thank Heaven for giving him euch a price- 
lesa gift aa a wile fo whom he could have the 
utmost confidence. Cyril! Lanion’s was the only 
name that had ever been coupled with Violet 
Mayne’s; but Lady Mayne, the giri’s own 
mother, had aseured the bridegroom that there 
was nothing at all bebween them, Mr, Landon 
had got into the habid of dropping fm at No, 59, 
Richmond-terrace—he was a great friend of 
Bertie Mayne’s, and the latter was alwaye bring- 
Ing him to the house—that was all, With this 
Jack Sartoris was quite eatisfied, and even the 
annonymous letter received before rtarting for 
the church that morning warning him of the 
man close at his elbow, who was hankering after 
forbidden fruit, had not shaken his falth for an 
fnstant. The letter was forgottev, as the bite of 
an insect whose sting has no power to harm, 

“ Does your watch go decently, darling?” he 
asked presently, ‘‘becauze if not, I'll send It 
back to Howell & James's directly.” 

“Thaven’t looked at it to-day;” she eald, 
with a smile, as she pulled ont the watch, email 
and jewelled with her own monogram In bril- 
Hante on the back, She held it out to him, snd 
asked what the time real!y was; but no answer 
came, Looking at him In surprise, she saw that 
the blood had rushed ap into his white forehead 
and that his eyes were fixed on = photograph 
which was lying on the carpet—fixed with a 
stare of amazement and horror. 

She bent forward with a little laugh to pick ft 
op, “That is only Cyril's photograph.” Mr. 
Sartorls planted his foot on ft. 

“Where did it come from!” he aeked, 
hoarsely, as io 2 moment the words of the 
anonymous letter came back to his memory, and 
a mad jealousy leapt Into life fa bis passionate 
heart, 


Her eyes opened wide, her pretty lips trem- 
bled. “ From the front of my dress,” she said 
softly ; “I ju#t tucked It in at the last—— ” 

Au oath broke from him fo his rage, He 
.selzed her wrist, but not with the clasp of affec- 
tion, “ You dare to come to me with another 
man’s portrait agefnst your beart |” 

"Tl only———” she began, angsr, pride, and a 
terrible fear poeseseing her, and struggling for 
the mastery. 

“Go to him,” he hissed ont between his 
clenched teeth ; I will have nothing to do with 
you, You have given your love to him; he may 
have the rest, Great Heaven! what 
you tocome to mewith a lle in your lovely 
mouth !” clenching bis fiss and striking his 
forehead. You are se as hell |” 

Indignation and pride flashed from her eye 





8 
az she drew hereelf op to her full hefght and 
wrenched her arm away from bin, 
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“T will never—never speak to you sgain!”’ 


gasping like a frig htened child, 

‘* You ehan’t have the chance, I disown you. 
You took me in th y” with a hard laugh ; 
** but you won't do it » _ 

With a passfonate gesture of contempt she 
tore off her left-hand glove with shaking fingers, 
-ring, so bright and new, 


pulled oft the wed 
and flang it on to bie knee. 

He bit his lip as he twirled it between his 
fioger and thumb, In the rage and the pain 
with which bis heart was ewellirg, [t was as much 
as he could do to behave decently, After a 
pause, as the train drew up in Dover S:ation he 
bent forward, and laid the ring on the cushion 
beside his wife, and said in alow voice : 

“To prevent a scandal you had better keep Ib.” 

“J don’cs want it; I hate it!” she eald 
baughtily ; bat, nevertheless, the ring was not 
left on the cashfon, for she surreptitiously took tt 
away. 


CHAPTER Il. 
DESERTED 


For six long years the husband and wife never 
met, except for a short time on the following 
day. Jeslousy on the one side, pride on the 
other, kept them apart, Each loved the other 
with the purest and deepest affection, and yet 
they behaved as If hatred of the most unfiinch- 
ing character had the place of love, 

Violet was a pure, true-hearted girl, who 
would not have stooped to decelvea child—still 
less a man who trusted her, Perhaps because 
she was so fnnocent, her pride was all the more 
revolted at a sudden, cruel, anmerited accusation. 

From her babyhood the was called ‘‘ the 

Dachess,” because of the haughty way in which 
she carried her dainty head, and pride had often 
been her stumbling: block through life. Now it 
asserted iteelf, and told her that she must act np 
to what she had sald fw her haste. 
* After being so brutally insulted by a man who 
had promised to love and cherish her only that 
morning, she had no choice but to maintain her 
dignity and keep him ab a distance for the rest 
of her life. 

She could not get rid of his name—as you can’s 
exactly be divorced for carrying a carte-de-visite— 
and it was better policy not to part with his ring 
on account of gossiping tongues, but she could 
get rid of bim evidently without difficulty, and 
ehe did so with ss much haste as if he had been a 
noxious Insect intent upon stinging her soft, white 


arm. 

Rooms had been telegtaphed for at the Royal 
Tar, and Mra, Sartoris was shown to them at 
once: bub she saw nothing >f her husband, who 
however, had determined to walt in Dover until 
she started on her homeward journey, feellog 
bound to see that nothing happened until she 
was restored to her mother’s care, 

Susan Phillpotts, Violet’s mald, was much 
concerned when she eaw Mr, Sartoris’e port- 
manteau marched off to another hotel, She ran 
after the porter, and told him that he was making 
a mistake ; he was to bring them with the rest 
to the Royal Tar. Jack amazed her by saying 
sternly: “ No mistake at all; mind your own 
business,” In a manner so different to his usual 
one that she turned away meekly without a word. 

All the rest of the evening she bore the 
expreseion of an indignant martyr, bat could 
scarcely restrain herself from aeking a string of 
astonished questions when the bride had her 
dinner alone in the charm!ng private altting-room 
which she was to have shared with her busband. 

Violet only sat down to dinner for form's sake, 
and constrained herse)f to eat a mouthful now 
and then, In order that the walters might not 
fancy that she was a broken-hearted woman. 
Bat it waz a poor farce, and she was thankful 
when she could rise from the table, and say she 
wished for nothing more—only to be left 
alone, 

There were folding doors between the front 
room and the back which generally stood open ; 
but she went into the back room, and carefully 
closed the doors behind her. 

Now that she was alone she could give way If 





she liked, without any prying eyes to stare at 
her ; but teara would not come, She threw her- 
self down on the sofa, and sobbed ; but the sobs 
were tearless, only gasps produced by agonising 
mental . 

At home they were thinking of her so happily 
launched Into matrimony. would be no 
anxiety about her fature; for Jack Sartorls, as 
Lord Mayne sald, was such ‘a sterling fellow,” 
his little girl was quite safe in his hands, 

But what would they say when they heard that 
the “ sterling fellow” had cast the little girl off, 
and behaved as if he had come ont of Biliingsgate 
or Whitechapel / 

There was a brulse on her delicate wrist, 
where his angry fiogers had gripped it—a brulee 
which she had carefully from Sasan’s 
y ano eyes ; but the wound in her heart was 

eeper, 

She told herself that 1b. would kill her, and she 
quite believed ft, What a happiness it would be 
for them both if the steamer by which she was 
golng to cross on the morrow could ground on 
some rocks, or at least arrive in port minus one 
passenger who had fallen into the sea, provided 
that missing one was hereelf. 

Yee, she thought bitterly, the ouly way.to get 
out of the tangle wasto die ; death would ailence 
all tongues, and pat an end to scandal. She 
would live In the memory of the fashionable 
world az the unfortunate young bride who was 
drowned at the beginning of her honeymoon, 
and no one would guess that the honeymoon was 
ended as soon as begun, or that the bride was 
only too thankfai to be drowned. 

Poor deluded mother and father! Poor 
deluded little sister, all so eager to receive the 
letter signed for the first time with a new name. 
How they had chaffed about tha letter, and 
sald that it would be so brimful of happiness 
that It would be sure to crack the envelope and 
{bp would certainly require double postage. 

And what could she say to them to prevent a 

eat outery, and to keep her mother from rush- 

& down to carry her home again? She could 
not go back to hor home, to meet with ssger 

uestionings, and the astonished stares of all her 
ds and acquaintances. 5 

Who ever heard of a bride coming back again 
like a bad penny! A bride without a bridegroom 
was such an anachronism-——such a poor creature— 
a thing with half ite existence cut off from ft ! 

She would be a byword for ever. Oh! the 
shame, the torture of it! She hid her face in the 
cushions and groaned, Just then there was a 
knock at the door, and having eaid, ‘‘ Come fn,” 
she sat up with her heart beating so fast ib seemed 
as If it would jamp ont of ber breast, What 
was it? Was it her husband coming back to her, 
to tell her thab be had been a brute, and to beg 
her to forgive and forget ? ; 

Oh, In spite of pride and injared innocence she 
would do ft. Yer, she would take him back— 
oh | a0 gladly! Steps came across the room, 
but they were not the footeteps she had Ustened 
to so often with ears of love; and In bitter 
disappointment she ralsed her eyes—only a letter 
brought fn by o waiter ! 


(To be continued. ) 


added 








A wonDgRrun contrivance, {t ts sald, has been 
invented by anelectriclan of Clousenburg, Austria. 
It ts described as an electrical apparatus which 
enables a person to sit in a dark room and behold 
@ scene fn another part of the town, or in a distant 
town, regardless of intervening obstacles, He 
asserts that his instrument tranamits light waves, 
just as sound waves are transmitted 2 tele- 
phone, 

Wirz a pencil of alaminum indelible characters 
ean be written or drawn on glass or porcelain, 
and when treated with hydrochloric acid the 
surface covered by the characters becomes etched. 
When the characters sre not etched, but simply 
burnished, they exactly resemble {olaid sliver, 
It is indlepensable first to remove every trace of 
grease from the surface to be ornamented by 
ese with chalk, else the aluminum will not 

hold. 


THE MOST NUTRITIOUS. 


EPPS’S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


COCOA 


BREAKFAST—SUPPER. 





KEARSLEY’S vo vearss 
, WIDOW WELCH S 
'« FEMALE PILLS 
Tt Tomuale Gosplaints: “Shey have. the approve a 
Ses a he eras eee ea 
post, 16 or Mestampe, by the makers 0.54 @. REARS : 








»| Por 
SIXTY YEARS indigestion, 
Headache, 
Biliousness, 
Constipation, 
Sea Sickness. 


ImvaLUaDiy 
For Lanrse, 


@. Whelpton & Son, 8 Crane Ot., Fleet 8t., London. 
(9545) | 


Tue cultivation of numerous varieties of chrysan- 
themams may be classified as an industry among 
the Japanese, who have succeeded in producing 
blossoms of the plant fa two hundred and seventy 
different colours and shades, White, yellow, 
purple, pink and red in diversified shades are pre- 
dominant, 























Bazine pay fe a maonthly institution fo 
France, Asa general thing the family baking {s 
done by the marlin porton of a French pes- 
sant family, and a room {is set apart for 
that special purpose. When bread-day comes 
around, the master of ceremonies, together with 


his aselstant or assistants, retires to the field of 
labour, and the tug of war commences, 


Ir was formerly we: pry that a perfect sap- 
phire must be of a dark rich blue tint. Now the 


all thai. 
These new sapphires have become the rage. They 
touched the whole colour scale of blue, red sud 
oul M 
Asa resort, the su of Monte 
Carlo Fy woe to be threa by a formidable 
rival. The death of the Empress of Austria bas 
thrown her palace st Corfu on the market, and {¢ 
has lately been purchased from the Im fanolly 
by an Austrian syndicate, who intend to make !t 
the greatest gambifog house {n the world. The 
palace, which stands on what fs perhaps the mort 
beautiful and romantic coast {a Earope, and over- 
looks the sea which Is certainly the loveliest, fe 
built entirely of the purest white marble. Thie 
marble fs a very different article from what we who 
have not been in Greece and Italy are accustomed 
to. In the South of Karope, marble never loses 
ite blinding whiteness, and the Achilleon can be 
plainly seen miles away at sea, when a building of 
almailiar size, say, of red would be 20 
more visible than a peasant’s hut. The grounds 
surounding the palace are worthy of the buiiding, 
and are now being extended and elaborately cone 
up, so &s to rival the beautiful grounds surroucd- 
ing the Casino at Monte Carlo, 
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FAOETLZ. 


Nzeit: **Why do you call him Mr. Gimiet ? 
That isn’t his mame.” Belle: *‘I know; but 
he’s such a bore,” 

Daisy: “How warm Miss‘ Oldgirl looks,” 
Bila: “ Um—why, I don’t think she’s more than 
forty-eight in the shade,” 

UnpERTAKER (to bystander at a fanera)) : “Are 
you one of the mourners!” Bystander: “T am, 
air,” " What relation to the deceased |” “ None 
at all—bat he owed me £1,” 

Mistness: *‘ Mary, is that young man in the 
parlour?” Servant: “I think he Is, ms’am, 
Miss Jennie has hung something over the key- 
hole,” 

“Tuat's what I get for not watchisg my 
pocket,” exclaimed the philosophic man fn the 
crowd. ‘*Somebody,” said he, “has pocketed 
my watch.” 

He: “How do I know that your love for me 
will last?" She: “ What do you expect me to 
give yoa—a written recommendation from the 
last I loved ¥” 

“] wonper why Swellbough carries his kodak 
with him to the cffice?” “8-h! Don’t give 
oe That's his lunch, and; he’s ashamed 
0 

Mistress: ‘You say you are well recom- 
mended?” Maid: ‘Indeed, ma’am; I have 
thirty-nine excellent references.” Mistress : 
“And you have been in domestic service?” 
Maid: ** Two years ma’am.” 

Friend: “You've done very well, haven's 
you, doctor#” Doctor: Very well. I can 
almost afford to tell some of my fashionable 
= that there fs nothing the matter with 


“Waat wages does your husband get!” asked 
Mrs, White of Mrs, Black. ‘ Wages!'’ snapped 
Mrs. Black, viciously, ‘‘ my husband does not get 
wages at all, l’d have you understand, He 
accepts a salary.” 

Apa: * Yes, she accepted him Monda: t, 
bat broke off the engagement eon tee 
ow May: “Indeed! Why!" Ada: 
" » I belfeve he omitted to say that he was 
the happlesp man in the world.” 

Sura: “If there is anything I dielike it fe a 
shallow man.” Jones: “ Yes; bat there is one 
thing in his favour.” ‘‘I’d like to know what it 
is.” A shallow man doesn’) require as much 
watching as a deep one.” 

PuotocrarHer: “Now, try and look happy 
and cheerfal.’’ Oastomer: “I daren’t, This 
photograph is for my wile, who is away on a 
visit, She would come back to-morrow ff I 
looked happy and cheerful.”’ 

Mus, Brsco: “You must be careful what you 
sty to the covk, dear, or she will leave.” Bingo: 
"Why, was I hard on her!” Mrs. Bingo: 
“Were you! Why anyone would have thought 
you were talking to me!” 

Mrs, Smmpson: “Here, Willie, while J am 
away I am going to give you the key t> the 
pantry, jast to show you I can trust you.” 
Wille (proudly): ‘I don’t need ft, mamma. -I 
can pick that any day.” 

Pxorte who algned the visitors’-book were 
teked to give their occupation, so that the book 
read like this : * John Smith, farmer.” ‘' Thomas 
Brown, carpenter.” A little golden-halr girl 
aeked that she might . Tals le what she 
wrote: “Mary Jones. I help mamma.” 
Peery " ay don’t = think women 

know cook, so that ¢ be 
able to look after their husbands’ o! vag Ae 
they marry!” Mamma: “Certainly, dear.” 


“Wuar do you think of new hat!” said 
Willle Wi pany Boek ar gy wr 





Fiast Susvrsayirs: ‘How long was your 
last cook with you?” Second Suburbanite : | 
“She was ‘with us’ for about two hourr, and 
‘egin us’, all the rest of the two weeks{she was | 


THE Patmist: “This lime in your hand indi- | 
cates that you have a very brilliant future ahead | 
of you,” Simpkins: “Is that so” The! 
Palmiep: “Yes; but the other line indicates | 
that you are too slow to ever catch up with It.” 
‘I wear your son fs achieving great success 
in his stage career.” ‘* Yes,” replied the 
architect,” “I should have thonght he would 
have entered your professior.” “Well, it | 
amounts to the same thing. We both make 
money by drawing houses,” 
Haxporrg:-“ I’m very sorry, but I can’t pay 
om to-day. You see, the grocery man bas jast 

m here, and——”  Batcher (interrupting) : 
* Yes, I jast met him, and you sald you put him 
= because you had to pay me. So here’s the | 





Mr Havsxeur: “ Tb seers to me we're getting 
an awfal lot of milk now.” Mrs, Hauskeep: 


“Yes, we ged a nm.” Mr, Hauskeep: | 
“Gracious! We can’t use a much every day!” 
Mrs, Haus : “I know} but {t's a penny | 


cheaper buying it by the gallon!" 

“Marry you? The idea!” And the maid 
laughed ecornfally, ‘' The man I wed must be a 
hero—do you understand?! A h-e-r-o,.” "J 
beg your pardon,’ meekly rejoined the young 
pn Hg = Tm a h-hero,” bho 1” she ex- 

in enrprise; “ycua hero! Weil, prove 
i” T d-did,’ he stammered, "I asked you 
to m-msrry me, d-didn’t 11” 

“No ; he'll never propose,” she sald, with a 
sigh. “Why do you say that?” aeked her 
dearest friend. ‘‘We went rowing in the moon- 
light last evening, and he just rowed and rowed.” 





** Never let the boat drift at all?” “Never 


“Wo was the fsclentiet who made the dis- 
covery that baldness Is'a algn of intellect?” “TI 
ey know his name, All I know fe that he was 

ald.” 

“T surrer dreadfully from toothache—an ex- 
posed nerve.” ‘ Why don’t you see a dentist 1” 
* Every time I make up my mind I find I haven’s 
the nerve,” 

Critic: “*I must congratulate you on the 
villain of your plsy. He leaves the impression 
of having been drawn from life.” Author: “ He 
was, I may say to you that he fs an exact por- 
tralt of myself as my wile depicts me.” 

DILtYDALLy (® chronle procrastinator): ‘‘I 
dreamt last night that I—er-—-ah—proposed to 
you. I wonder what thatls avign off’ Miss 
Lingerlong (desperately): ‘' Lo fe a sign that you 
have got more sense when you are asleep than 
when you are awake,” 

Mas, Newiywep: “This is our new burglar 
alarm. You see, if a burglar should get into the 
lower part of the house, that would ring.” Her 
Mother: “Oh! and scare him offf” Mrs, 
Newlywed (doubtfully): “Well, {0 might; but 
ft would give Clarence and me plenty of time to 
hide in the attic, anyway.” 

Parser: “ No, air, I cannot allow you to marry 

my daughter.” Svitor: “Bat I love her!” 
Pater: “There’s a family secret I must tell 
ou.” Sultor: “Speak! speak!” Pater: 
*There’s insanity to the family. She is de- 
ranged.” Saitor: ‘ What {fs her mania, then?” 
Pater: “ Her deafre to marry you.” 

“Tat Faddlethwait girl makes the flattest 
remarks of anybody I ever saw. And people 
laugh at them, too. I can’t understand it, Ib 
must be because she has money.” ‘ What's che 
been sayipg now!” “I was telling her, the 
other evening, that my parents had thirteen 
children.” ‘‘ Yes.” “Well, she looked at me 
awhile and sald, ‘Oh, are you the thirteenth ?° 


once.” “ Ob, well, in that case I should sny he ‘Then everybody enickered. Now, will you 


way.” 


hasn’) sense enough to he worth having, any | kindly tell me what there was fanpy about 
| thas?” 
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You wish the Best P certainly. Then use 


CALVERT’S 


CARBOLIC PREPARATIONS 


THE BEST DISINFECTANTS, 
THE BEST SOAPS, 
_ THE BEST DENTIFRICES, 


AND 


THE BEST OINTMENT. 





They have been Awarded 100 Gold and Silver Medais 
and Diplomas for Superior Excellence, and should be used 
In every Household to prevent infectious Diseases. 


Can be obtained at Chemists, Grocers, Stores, dc. 





BUYERS ARE WARNED AGAINST INFERIOR IMITATIONS, WHICH ARE NUMEROUS. 
Tlustrated List Post Free on Application. 








F.C.CALVERT &CO.("%2"), Manchester. 
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SOCIETY, 


Mapame Draca Mascum,the new Queen of 
Sarvia, fa esld to bea mosd fascinating woman. 
She waz at one time lady-in-walting to Queen 
Nathalle, the young King’s mother. 


Tus King of the Hellenes, who is: now in 
Paris, is to be the guest of the Prince and 
Princess of Wales at Marlborough House and 
at Sandringham during his approaching visit to 
Eagland. 

Tax Pence and Princess of Wales Wil) have no 
galeties this winter at Sandringham. Some 
shooting parties there will be as usual, and 
Saturday to Monday guests. The Pcincess always 
enjoys the winter in Norfolk. 


THe Emperor William has purchased the Villa 
Konig, ab Bonn, for four hundred and fifty 
thousan®’ marks, as a residence for the Crown 
Peince, who will probably enter the University 
there next summer, 

THE greatest uncertainty Is felt In regard to 
the probable date of the marriage of Queen 
Wilhelmina, and all that is known at the Court 
fs that the ceremony may take place at sny time 
between the beginning of the New Year and the 
end of March, 

‘THE excellent health of the Queen Is in no small 
degree due to the very simple dfet and daily exer- 
clee fn the fresh alr to which she basalways adhered 
from her early childhood, when the Dachess of 
Kent took care that the little Princes Victoria 
should be brought ap on the plainest food and 
take the breath of life in pure air. 

THE Queen intends to resides at Windsor antil 
Tuesday, December, 18th, when the Court will 
remove to Osborne until the middle of February. 
Ber ‘Majesty proposes to spend the greater pard 
of March and the first fortnight of April at 
Bordighera, and will travel home from Italy 
through Germany, it being her particular wish to 
spend ten days at Coburg, whither the Duchess 
of Coburg will by that time have returned from 
Rasela, 

Tue Queen of the Netherlands can make a 
generous settlement on her fature husband with- 
ont any appeal to the Dutch Parllament, Qaeen 
Wilheimica nob only has a life interest in the 
very large and very valuable estates of the Orange 
family in various parte of Holland and in Java 
and Samatra, but she inherited the fortunes of 
her father King William and her uncle Princa 
Henry, which are estimated at one hundred and 
twenty millfone of marke, 

AtHovcH the Q 1een’s almple tastes are well 
known, few people are aware that at Bailmoral— 
her Highland home—Her Majesty bas only three 
private rooms—her bedroom, her dressing-room, 
and boudoir. Ithaa been suggested that an addi- 
tlon shou!d be made ; but the Queen, it fe sald, 
ig cpposed to any alteration ia the homes she 
ahared with her beloved Consort, 

THe Qvween has presented to the Earl and 
Countess Cadogan a buat of herzelf io commemo- 
ration of her visit to Ireland, It fs the work 
of Mr, E. Oaslow Ford, R.A, fs executed In 
white marble eurmounted by a gilb metal 
crown, and stands on a Sienna marble base, 
bearing the foreription: ‘* Presented to the 
Earl and Conntess Cadogan hy Victorla R.1L, 
in recollection: of her vielb to. Ireland, April, 
1900,” " 

THe death of Pcince Christian Victor makes 
a great diff-rence in the prospects of his younger 
brother, Prince Albers of Schleswig-Holstein, 
who now becomes the ultimate helr to the 
Augustenburg titles and estates, Princs 
Christian {fs next heir to his nephew Dake 
Ernest Giiather, Large estates In Sileela and 
Holstefu are annexed to the dukedom, which 
fa endowed with a permanent pension of three 
hundred and twenty thousand marks a year 
from the Prussian Government. Priace Albert, 
who Is a great favourite with bis cousin the 
Eaperor Willfam, fs an officer In the German 
Army, and has been quartered at Potsdam since 
he left Darrastadt, where he was stationed for 
eeveral years. 

* 





STATISTICS. 


Tare are 16,000 foxhounds in the Britleh 
Isles, 


Evgry human being wees up, on on average, 
30 ozs, of oxygen # day, 

Tuxne are twenty Church of England bishops 
and a thousand clergy in Osnada. 

Gimarrzs aud ant-eaters hold ‘records in 
length ‘of tongue, fa each case nearly two feet, 

Tey pounds ‘of good lead ore gives seven 
pounds of lead. T'wo tons of coal an used to 
produce three tons of lead. 





GEMS. 


Preasune Is bat the refreahment that cheers 
us iu the pursuit of true happiness. 

Oricivatrry blez2s a new track while eccan- 
tricity runs on one wheel in an old rat. 

Many waste powers In getting wealth, 
and then weste t wealth in getting power. 

THE fool fg wililug to pay for anything bub 
wisdom, No man bays that of which he 
eupposes himself to have an abundance already, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Vecetanhe ,Marrow Sovry-Tils is a soup 
which is excellent, made without meat, and with 
those vegetables which are in season now, Oae 
wal bn ofvee. yeaa mene 
8 ‘8 tter or di one teaspoon. 
sugar, two tablespoonfule flour, three breakfast- 
cupfals water, two breakfast-cupfale milk, salt 
and pepper. Cut the marrow In quarters,take 
out the seeds, and peel ft. Then cat ft up in 
small square Chop.up the onion finely, 
and put the butter into asancepan. Pat fn ail 
the onlon and vegetable marrow. Pat onthe lid 
and slmmer for a quarter ofan hour. Add the 
sugar, one teaspoonfal salt, and » ifttle pepper. 
They must not barn. Shake the pan now and 
again, then add the water, and let {it all cook 
gently for about an hour in all. Then rub down 
the flour with alittle of the maiflk till fb Is emooth, 


pour in the remainder of the milk and mix. Now |. 


t this In a pan and stir It till fb bolle again, 

fia few minutes, salt to taste, and pour Into a 
tureen, with small squares of toast. If wanted 
smoother, rub {bt ali through a eleve before adding 
the flour and milk, This vegetable contains a 
great deal of the blood-purifying properties so 
valuable for health, and particularly so fn prepa- 
ration for the winter. 

Currmp Fish.—One pound cod, one ounce 
butter, one small onion, one tablespoonfal flour, 
one breakfast-cupful of stock, a little milk, one 
teaspoonful curry powder, one small apple, and 
aalt, Salt the cod for about an hour, If possible 
—that is, eprinkle some salt above and below it 
and let it stand for aboutban hour, Then wash 
and dry {t aud pull the skin off, The onfon is much 
better to be soaked for an hour also fn hot water. 
Chop {t up and-ponr boiling water over {b, and 
when ft has stood for an hour drain it and let 
{tdry a ilttle fn atowel. Now put the butter fa 
a saucepan, and put in the onfon and fry it 
nicoly till it ls cooked, Then peel and chop the 
epple finely, and atir {t in and fry a little longer, 
Toen put ia the carry powder, and about three- 
quarters of a teaspoonfal of galt, That depends 
on how salt the cod is, but try that first. Then 
silr in the flour aud mix, and then the stock, 
The eteck may be the boiling of any bones, veal 
or mutton, you may have (fsilfog stock use milk 
and water). Stir till it bolls. It ought to be a 
rather thick, smooth sauce. Now cut the cod fo 
pleces about one and a-half inches square, put 
them In among the sauce and put on she lid, and 
let them very gently twenty or thirty 
minutes—-till cooked, but nob broken, Dish in 
a pile with a border of dry, bolied rice, 


‘ 





MISCELLANEOUS, 


Ix Holland no landlord has ‘the power of 
raising the rent, nor of evicting a tenant. 

Baccarat has been prohibited fn Rasata, even 
in private homses, by a ukase of the Ozar. 

Tus soapstone weed by Chinese for giving 
ag tea its shiny appearance is quite , 


Psgxv possesses such a diversity of elevations 
and climatic peculiarities av to be able to produce 
almost any product known to man. 

It has been found that yond yl ears are 
least marked when kept in rooms d with 
red curtains. ; 

Fineyorss are sent off before the services at 
the Bahfa Cathedral (in Brsezil) In order t attract 
the attention of the psop!e, 

Tus soll of Egypt at the present day fe tilled 
by exactly the same kind of plongh that was 
used 5,000 yoars ago, 

Trx is one of the oldest known metals. The 
Chinese have used {tin the fabrication of thelr 
brasses and bronzes from time Immemorlal. 

Tue water of the larger N Sjorda, or 
rock-bays, though in direct communication with 
the sea, are so saltless as to be drinkable. 

A woven way of pairing guests at fasblonabie 
dloners has come {nto vogue in New York. Tue 

eats are masked, and each man chooses a 

ly and escorts her to she dining-room, When 
the soup Is served, the guests unmack. 

In Sydney, Australia, there fe a cycle-track 
lighted at night so that no shadow whatever Is 
cast, Fifty-five arc and 70 Incandescent lights 
with refisotors have been arranged about the course 
at intervals of 35 't. 

Aw eminent doctor says that no person should 
be permitted tordrink tea or coffee until he orshe 
has attained the age of elghteen years, In the 
young those beverages unduly excite the nervous 
system, and have an injurious effech upon the 
digestive 


organs. 

Morus fly agslast the candle-flame because 
their eyes can bear only a small amount of light. 
When, therefore, they come within the light of 
acandle, their sight is overpowered and thelr 
vision confased ; and as they cannot distingaish 
objec's, a pursue the Ught ftwelf, and fy 
against the flame, 

Amore the Jspanese the riklsha men, with 
muscles like steel bands, will whirl their seated 

gers over the ground at the speed of a 
Eerse'e trot, forty miles s day, for days together. 
Thelr diet consista of rice, vegetables, and occs- 
sionally alittle fish. The lascars, on a efmilar 
diet, make the best seamen fn the world. 

Svurerise rifis practice conzlats of disappearing 

ts the eizs of @ man’s head and ehonidecs 
springing out of the ground like a Jack-{n-the-box, 
at distances varylog from 200 to 800 yards from 
the firing point, where it remains for about ten 
seconds, and then bobs down again, so that the 
firer has to jadge his distance, and fire. bigh or 
low accordizgly. 

Ix the canary-breeding establishments of 
Germany, only the male birds are valued, for the 
foma'es never slug. The method of training the 
birds to slog is to pnt them {nm « room where there 
{fa an automatic whistle, which they all etriye to 
imitate. Tae breeder Mstens to the efforts of the 
birds, and picks out the most apt papils whieb 
are then placed in another room for her in- 
stractlon. 

Amora the Canton houses there are eccssions! 
exceptions to the usual cns-storied or low con- 
structions. Some of these are bailt like equare 
towers four or five stories high, with no outside 
windows save at a considerable distance above 
the ground, and no outside projections by whic 
thieves might get ~~ Se ome ~ 
called ab appear more 4 
Sonate kaa Sh fs ueual among the Chinese 
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NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


J. B—Write to the head maater. 

L, G.—You can do nothing legally. 

F. B.—No, we do not think ft would. 

Witt.—In the Potterles, Staffordshire, 

g. W.—They are simply salt water baths. 

Pavi.—Bettivg with cash is Megal in Ragland. 

GxnaLv.—You can buy it at the cycle shops for a fow 

8. 

eee clever surgeon could perform the 
operation. 

L. L. P.—Reoeipta for sums of £2 and upwards must 
be stamped. 


Apuragn.—A letter to the care of his publishers would 
no doubt find him. 

A Reapxr.— Rub the cords with soft soap and they 
will ran smoothly. 

Axnz.—A domestic servant may be given a month’s 
notice at any time. 

Oxakence.—Traneportatfon to Van Diemen’s Land 
was abolished in 1853. 

Crcit.—There is no recruiting going on in this country 
for the Cape Mounted Police, | 

Axxtovs.—We should ad extreme caution. Why 
ne ee. 

Hat.—A boy of fifteen would not be accepted into the 
army without his father’s coneent. 

May.—Lsmon-fuice aud salt will remove ordinary 
jron rust from articles of cotton or linen. 

H. K—It would cost you more to prepare proper 
bathe than to hatelibers done at the dyers. 

8 G.—Retes for three years back certainly be 
recovered by auing the tenant in orc court. : 

L. B. C.—As you do not a to bave made any 
agreement, verbal or written, jou are not lable. 

K. T.—There oan be no remarriage unless there has 
been a divorce until the wife or husband is dead. 

Sapiz.—Black and white calicoes are benefited by 
having « bandful of aalv added to the rinalog water. 

Bussrs.—Caliooes should be washed in clean. water, 
Gale ee ee 


Groncr —Nothing, unless they give you the tickets. 
and you redeem them, supposing they cannot or wiil 


Mra. —Occasionall with 
nate milk, wipe ne ee polish wita dry soft; 
€ le ; . een 

M, H.--You are Mable for your daughter's ° ; 
according to your means until she is able to: 


C—-Qatte legal to merry the deceased ‘wife's |: 
RE A re rn bn my Bie rye ‘Britieb 


Worgtzp,—It fs impossible t> remove a tatoo bes 
ete eae ys cape aid taking away theskin on 1 


8. R.—Whiting and sweet oll is as clean o cleanser as 


you can use, though uot as quick as the brown stuff It F 


laste better, : 
Mrra.—You should apply to the Registrar of Births 
and Deaths in the Isle of Man, who will give you the: 
necessary information. , 
Ost Wo Wants Apvice.—All of them are more or 
less partial. The best plan is to read several, and form 
your own conclusions. 


Ory Reaper.—After the child has reached the ege'ot 


standard, 
A Rovzn.--It would be im; 


'» achool , 
thirteen, hb el ga gs attond-— 


C. good cook with a good record shonld do well 
fn any of the colonial towns. Oonsult the Em'grants’ 
Information O‘iice, 31, Broadway, 5. W. "Ry 


«Bats den little boy looked on with disdain, ’ 
Ay oe { Te Sow up end plant trocg, tb ts 


Inprenation.—It would be necessary to prove that 
the dentist was either grosely incapable or deliberately 
careless ; this would be so difficult that we do not 
advise action. 


Gracs.—After ang linen place it near the firo or 
in the sup until perf Gry, us the garments will be 
much stiffer then if left to dry slowly. This hint is 
especially useful with collars, cuffs, and petticoats. 


Ovame — Unless treated at once all such stains are 
dificult to remove. Try moistening the part, straiuing 
it over a cup or bowl, then dust a little oxalic acid, 
pour water through, repeat if mocessary, and quickly 
wash out, 

TROUBLED. —Take a teacupful of the sea salt and pub 
{tin two gallons of water as warm as the feet can 
endure it. Put the feet into such a bath every night, 
@nd soon there will be a very noticeable improvement 
in their condition. 


Mrta.—As you have broken off the engagement, and 
the young man has asked you to return his gifts, it is 
your duty to do so without delay. Pride and self- 
respect have prom: you to this course, with- 
out wall for his re 


Ovnious.-—Just. when the day. became divided into 
hours is not known ; nor is the process explained. The 
Romans measured time by the water-glass 
and the sun-dials. The et sand, was 
these §, from which the water 


i 
| 


EADER.—Wipe to "3 
4 08 b dry anc 


wea 


Brunswick black, two very thin whe 
firat let dry before the second ia putom. © 


WHY THEY PLANT TREES. 


‘ “ Drp you bear the good news,” said the robin 
To bis mate in the tree. 
. * Did you hear what the children are dolng 
For you and for me? é 
Te pls 0 slag ve dye ge Ah Ape ig 
nning ve us a startling surprise 
By Mine, 0 ros that shell peste be tie skies, 
our home in its branches shall be.” 


D2 you really think ean be trae?” 

By hrm e 

" They =4 phone thil their baautifah brandhes 
Spread far overhead. lies 57 Y 

Do you know why they Plant. ther ? It seoms a 


But whenever the robina are telling of eprit 

We little girls each want a bran ® swing— 
“and forth as we switg un’ akies blue. 

Plant trees just for swinging, don’t 


ru apples, and peaches, and cherrfes and 


* Bo TU always have } to give to my chums; 
RSE Tee oe on 
5, y you me any tree that grows 
5 fewitehes,” 


Taoveuxp Tim.—It you love the lady, and she 
pace egy Be pened er being a is no reason 
why she id not make a dotiful and amiable wife. 


kno’ tar soar be eat brushed wae gee 
ndustrioas yout, wom i thete bp Giigoect, may 
mon\ 





60 
a good cook and housekeeper in 


_ Hirpa.--The best way to remove these ic first to 
scrape clas much of the grease as you can, then rub 
the spots with a cream made of fine French chalk mixed 


le for us to advise Biot 
, not knowing either , 


Mrva.—If think cally and mentally | them ia 
q Pa ee aha olny 


of a wurse, you might 
9 through a course of training at somes of the public 


0. H.—The best plan for you is to apply either to the 
cfiee of the com you would like to join, or make 
yourealf known +o the officlala on board 8 boat lying in 
the docks nearest to you. ° f 


H 


—You are of sge to select your own residence, 
rudd et earnest 








Nesta.—The method of cleaning them is 
good. Make a of sawdust, moistened with 
woe and a few of lemon-juice; spread this 





I'm sure,” said his mate, '’tis a kind thing to do. | gait 


W. K.—If the son has allowed twenty-eight years to 
pass without in any way disputing the tuerms of hie 
father's will, it would be held that be consented to the 
will, and to all dono under it by his mother. 


Lover or Tax " Lonpox Reapex.”—Pubosut; ina ting 
saucer good stick Indian ink, using water for the 
rubbing; then add a very little, easy a drop or two, of 
woak mucflage of gum arabic; this gives t body without 
spolling the gioss, but too much of the gum will render 
it Mable to crack, and, of course, would be against ite 
running freely. 


Mxo.—Povr one gallon of bofling water on each eight 
— of the weill-bruised fruit, and iet it stand for 

ty-cight hours. Draw off the liquor inte a cask, 
add two pounds and a half of raw sugar to each gallon 
of the iqucr. Fill up, and when it has done ferment- 
ing, fill again and bung tightly. Cuiarify it, and bottle 
in nine or tem months. it onght not to be drunk until 
it has boen twelve months in bottie and longer, Uf you 
can wait, for it greatly improves with ego. 


8. D.—The Dead Sea, sometimes called, aleo, the Balt 
Sea, or Sea of the Plain, isa lake of Palestine (south), 
occupying the lowest part of a deep depression, which 
traverses the eastern part of that country, from the 
base of Anti Lebanon to the confines of Arable. It 
continues thence at a higher level to the Gulf of 
Akabab, the eastern arm of the Red Sea. The water, 
which is generally of a dark blue colonr, is extremely 
bitter, acrid and disagreeable.tothe taste. . 


~M. K. V.—The orderof,Knights Templar is of very 
anctont origin, Ié aas founded at Jornusalem, in tho 
b of the stwellig gentury, by Hugues de 
Paganes, Geoffroy de St. thd eéven cther Freuch 
knights, for the ofthe Holy Sepulchre 
_ of pligrimetiviaitingedt. Ahoy were originally 

wn gs the “Poor Soldiera of the Temple of 
Solomon,” which was afterwards abbreviated into 
** Templars.” 


Taxonsmus.—The words should he clearly separated, 
the lines atraight, a three quarter inch margin k ft at the 
ig of each ne, and the writing not carried quite 

to theedge of the page. One begins « lotter about two 
the top. of the ehget.. At » new paragraph, 

@ introduce each neW subject; a margin of 

@y indh is loft. “Underliningle permissible only imvery 
maal commniinications, and Should be uscd sparingly 


®. Pi—He muet practise constant command of bim- 
, 80 a3 never to become excited, or lapze into fast 
speech; a pause before beginning to speak, or in the 
&@ sen when the stammer threatened, 

will alléw the tongue to settle in the mouth, and the 
cpeckes £3 be res in steady manner ; the indivi- 
b use the lower register of the voice—the base 

or note—as far as possible, and may further 
derive’benefit from speaking on the sw ing—-getting ont 
the sentence as if it were part of a song or tane running 
in your mind, or of something your -body is keeping 


Feaxces,—Repested applications of fresh lard or 
butter will come as near as anything (mn removing tar, 
h a spot is almost slways left, Fine Mnen is 
in danger of iron rust, and unless spots sre 
attended te at once there is little hope of removing 
them. Soak the spot well, asif for general washing, 
pase a hot iron over a wet cloth, and when the Ietter 
steams well put it under the stained garment. en 
on the u side of the goods rub a little oxalic acid 
where the spots show. The action of the acid is 
hastened by the heat and the mvisture. The rust 
disappears, Then the whole garment should be washed 
with soap. 


Quani0z.—Three tablespoonfuls of starch, one teacup- 
ful of cold water, one large teaspoonful of white soap 
melted, one amall ul borax, half teacupful of 

water. Mix the starch and cold water in » 
basin till smooth, then in another dish stir the soap, 
and bolling water together till melted ; pour this 
now into the basin with the starch, and mix well 
together till a nice froth gathers on the top. Wash 
ape | linen in this and wring it ont. Then take and rub 
t all over with your hands dry, as if you were washi 
it. Then pnt it in the -folds of a clean towel, an 
wring it as bard as possible. Fold and clap end prepare 
toiron it. Iron first on the wrong side, then on the 
right, and. turn it several After you have froned 
‘alt your coltars;*cuffs and shirts; you should go cover 
wahev eel itintn auttnaen team. ee zante, 4-000- 
wa am’ e recipe, if care- 
soles a beau gloss, The common 





Tos Loxnow Reaper can be sont toany part of the 


world, post free, Weekly ; or Quarterly, 
One Shilling and Eightpence. The (oe #0 

for the M P inelu hria' sa 
Sitinlinanind BghusMastca 


Atz Back Nowarns, Parre and Votvmrs are in 
print, and may bé had of any Booksellers. 


NOTICE.—December and Christmas Double Part (477 
and 478) is Now Ready, price One Shilling; post freo, 
One aud Threepence. 
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wa Lowpon Reaper, 26, Catherine Street, Strand, 
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THE NEW AID TO SIGHT. 


16 PEBBLES SUPERSEDED 1/6 
1/6 SILEX LENS. 1/6 





SPECTACLES AND FOLDERS i 
rs SIGHTS 1S 
FROM i/6 PER PAIR. : 
Send for Home Tests and Testimonials, post-free, from NATIONAL SILEX OPTICAL CO 108, Strand, London, W.C. 


PEPPER'S TONIC 


Promotes Appeti 
CURES DYSPEPSIA, HYSTERIA, ncaa COMPLAINTS. They at at owed om the ee Com 
SHILLING BOTTLES. 


BOTTLES. Bold Np may Ting 13}, each. 
A B8POTLESS SKIN. LOT ON , eating's Jozeng S 
A BEAUTIFUL OOMPLEXION. 
MRUPTIONS, PIMPLES 


























ALL WHO DESIRE. eNTATELE OBE 
SOFT VELVETY SKIN is coaanltaae 
CAN SOON IT 18 by Post for 8 Stam 
OBTAIN IT | UNEQUALLED 
\ BY USING | ASA R. HOVENDEN & SONS LTD 
' BEETHAM’'S | SKIN TONIC Berhers 8t., W., aad 








Gity Rd., E.C., Londen. 
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AY e ait EMOLLIENT. "LOCK: 2 
‘ it REMOVES ALL hese 
“ ROUGHNESS, * conwe oddection oo wil _ 
@ send Machine on receipt of §/~ 
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“y ; : "Balance can be said 6/ ONTHLY 
IRRITATION, Eto. : os a 
— ‘ee oes "eealy Walls assed 
° a " , Campen Town, Lownon | 
M. BEETHAM & SON, Gheltenham.|| & Pee ° S87 Sirreas Rb. 24 Hage Ra, Reaves 











He. J. COLLIS BROWN EH’S 


CHLORODYNE 


T 
COUGHS, COLDs, DIARRH@A, 'PYSENTERY, CHOLERA, 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. CHAR ENEBAL BOARD OF HEALTH, London, REPORT that tt AOTS ss « 
IDE. J, COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE is « liquid: medicine 


Dr. GIBBON, Army Medical Staff, Onlout Oalcutta, states !—"‘rwo poss COMPLETELY 
PAIN OF EVERY KIND, affords a calm, re sleep, ous ° 
WITHOUT T HBADAOBE. and invigorates the nervous system when pte Foy > US or, pienenes.” 


DE. OLLI BOWES CHLORODYNE,— Vice-Chancellor Siz | [D® 3 ,0OLLIS BRONNE'S OHLORODINE rpldly ante shot 
undoubtedly the INVENTOR’ of CHLORODYNE, thet the whole story of, the EPILEPSY, ae COLIO, 
‘was 


lberately untrue, and he regretted to say it been ALPITATION, HYSTERIA. 
ee MPORTANT GAUTION,—The IMMENSE BALE of 

a 3, SObLIa BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE, is the TRUE | bas given tise Bota Ono ULOUS ty Sa eB en 
RAEUMATIOM. is 7 _ Man ata T. DAVENPORT, 88, Great Russell 8t 
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